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PREFACE 



I HAVE but little to say by way of preface. Au 
independent spirit will not beg an excuse ; and an 
author ought not to publish, unless he believes he 
needs none. This second part of Prometheus is 
entiFely new. It is like the first, discursive, but ^ 
not entirely destitute of a plan to those who can 
detect it. It must stand or fall by its own merits, 
and therefore needs no farther apology^ It was 
written hastily, in a ..rj few days. This b no f 
apology, if it is bad. If it is good, it needs none. 

In liOTi saepe ducentos, 
Ut magmun, ventis dictabftt, stans pede in uiu> t 

Erat quod tolleie velles: 
Scribendi recte : nasi, ut muHuxn^ nil moror. 

This has been a standing law of sober criticism for y 
two thousand years,— Write much, if you please, 
but keep it long, and phine it well. I must confess. 
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^ I do not relish this mode of writing by the rule of 
subtraction. I had rather publish what was thrown 
out hastily from the mind, than reduce it by labour- 
ed correction, from forty to four. I do not like that 
poetry, which bears the marks of the file and the 
burnisher. I like to see it in the full ebullition of 
feeling and fancy, foaming up with the spirit of life, 
and glowing with the rainbows of a glad inspiration. 
It would be a mournful task to distil off the vivida 
vis, that comes out only in the moments of happy 
excitement, and reduce the living materials to a 
caput mortuum of chaste and sober reason. When 
there is a quick swell of passion, and an ever 
coming and going of beauty, as the light of the soul 
glances over it, I could not have the heart to press 
it down to its solid quintessence. This would do, 
if poetry was meant to be a. string of proverbs, 
moving on, in the rank and file of couplets, with 
the regular slow -step of a Prussian army. But I 
like to see something savage and luxuriant in works 
of imagination, throwing itself out like the wild 
vines of the forest, ramUing and climbing over the 
branches, and twining themselves into a maze of 
windings. What would you think of a fine horse, 
if you saw him always on the curvet and the demi- 
volte"/ Would he not seem a grander object, if, 
after gathering his strength on the bit, he should 
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burst out, and sweep over the plain in the full force 
of his speed ; or, as Homer finely expresses it, 
(I give my own English), " Like a full-fed horse, 
who breaks his band, and runs prancing through 
the piiun, to where he loved to bathe in the fair- 
flowing liver ; exulting, he holds his head aloft, and 
his mane tosses around his shoulders." 

Again, I contend that this free and careless style f 
is the natural one of a dawning national literature. 
The public does not then reward authors sufficient- 
ly, to warrant them in giving months and even 
years to the perfecting a few hundred lines. They 
cannot then afford to write and rewrite, muse and 
revolve, blot and interline, till they have made all 
as smooth, but as tame, as if poetry was only meant 
to show how softly our language can flow onward, 
and how carefully the fancy can obey the severest 
laws of the judgment. Authors, here, cannot i^ord 
to trim the lamp much. If they would live by their 
pens, they must write by the job, and take long 
ones too. They cannot afford to exhibit such a 
multitude of variss leetitmea as Pope could. What 
comes out first, mu^t go abroad, and meet its fate. 
We should here write in prose, and write on busi- 
ness too, unless we could contrive some way to 
inspire wealth with genius, and make those, who 
have nothing to do but amuse themselves, willing 
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to iseek the noblest amtisenieiit, tiie revels of the 
souL Btit our correctest Poets are not oar greatesft 
(We says oursy when we talk ot En^and.) The 
master 8pirits> who rise, like the £Mi, majores, above 
the herd of the correct, ^t polished, the decent, 
and the prettj, have never been tM lavish of their 
corrections, and yet their fmae will live lon^gest Is 
not Chaucer the most immortal of our poets P He 
has certainly been the longest lived, and has now 
all the freshness of a green old age. But he wrote 
much, very much indeed, and one would think 
rather rapidly and n^ligently ; yet his renders love 
him none the less for that. Did Shakespeare and 
Spencer correct much P I trow not Even Miltxm 
seems often to have 1^ his finest passages^ as they 
came fresh from the overfiowing riches of his mind ; 
at least, one would think he did not blot much, when 
he sent cowte and hoods, beads and reliques, flying 
over the back side' of the world into limbo. Some, 
tooy cannot endure any other way of writing but 
the rapid. They are as impatient of the labwp limss, 
as a convict of a treading mill. They love only 
what comes out in some rare moment of gladness, 
like a full stream of bright &ncies ; oi* if they take to 
a darker mood, they can only be satisfied with the 
oatpoarings>of a bursting heart These must write 
rapidly, and only two things can check them,— 
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the heart-sinking, which is their so common inheri- 
tance, and the meduaean frown of the public, which 
will finally hardeta every thing to stone. If both 
are united in one, there is^ much danger that petri- 
fection will follow. I have said, that I would not 
again come before the public, unless in a work of a 
regular, extended, and matured plan. For once I 
have not kept my word. There is tio such plan 
here. If I ever escape from the loose ice, on which 
I am now floating, and reach a firm and solid shore, 
I may draw out and fill up such a plan, but not till 
then. Meanwhile, if these rapid excursions are not 
tolerated, I must, for the present, take a metrical 
leave of Ihe Public. 
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PART II 



AI2X. nPOM. AE2M. 



I. 
AWAKE, thou sleeper, from thy laoguid dream 

Of pleasure crown'd with roses; thou must take 
Anew the harp of solemn tone— a theme. 

Demands thee to attune it, which should wake 

The fire within thy bosom hid, and break 
The flowety fetters, that entwine thee :-— Hark ! 

A clear voice calls thee, where the blue waves make 
Music around the light and bounding bark. 
That rides the shoreless sea of mind, a heaven<huilt ark. 

n. 

Fsur shines the sun to greet thee on thy way . 

Over the hurried ocean, — Heaven is clear 
In its serenest vestment, light winds play 

And sport along the billows, far ^nd near 

Earth, air and sea are beautiful, a sphere 
Of purest light o'erhangs thee, fuU the sail 

Swells, as the north-wind, in its mild career. 
With the still breathing of a summer gale. 
O'er the longvrolling deep doth steadily prevail* 
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m. 

On with thy Tojrage ! leave the darker ahore* 

Where keener spirits feel their light grow dimb 
And as thy white wing hastens on before 

The breath of heaven, exalt thy farewell hymn ; 

Weave the fresh flowers to crown thy goblet's brim. 
And pour thy offering to the Powers, who keep 

Watch o'er the waters, while the vessel's rim 
Bides low along the green wave, up the steep 
Climbing, or sinking soft into the furrow'd deep. 

IV, 
On o'er the boundless waters! thou irih betf 

Prayers for mild winds and sunshbie ; every soul. 
That hath a portion of Heaven's fire, will ahaie 

In aU thy fortunes : whether ocean roll 

Calm in a mellow'd bri^tness, or the whole 
Wrath of the tempest lash it, still steer on. 

Joyous or firm in courage ; Man's control 
Is on the sea, and proudest wreaths are won 
Alone jnthose wild stomifl^ where hardest deeds are done. 

V. 
t7p with thy swelling canvass ! now the gale 

Woos thee to strsin thy cordage, down the bay 
The small waves fleet, likeiqmck streams down the dale 

Speeding o'er p<^h'd stones their babbling way; 

The shrill voice of the air forbids thy stay. 
It summons thee to take the gtf^ it tiirows 

With such a smile before thee :«— now when day 
Sits on its high throne, and the pure sky glows 
Undpuded, as the fonn of thiofain beauty rwe; 



VL 

Now in this noon of life» this jubilee 

Of the united elements, this flow 
Of soul from eye to eye* tlus hsimony 

Of all that s^ne aboye» -with all b^ow* 

In their unfaded loveliness this glow 
Of Nature in its manhood ; now e^qpaiid 

All to the embrace of the sweet air^ th^t blow 
WaDing; fresh odours from the bowers, t^y fann'^ 
To meet tike sweeter breatl^ of a diviiwr lami: 

VH. 

"Where on the coast the flowenngngolles bend 
Laden with Lore's own garlands; in its rear 

Towers a fiur sunmut, whfere aU treasures blende 
That Spring showers from, her fisll ura; one OHty hnor 
Voicesy that speak all melody^, tonejidear 

To young hearts^ as the tones of those w? lore ; 
Sweeter the mellow tooeh^ the move we near 

The thicket where it dwells, as from, her cove [gxore* 

The stock-doTe's widow'd voijeo comes wailing, thro* the 

vm. 

Such is the land that welcomes thee a&r 
To cut thy long bright track, and proudly gj» 

Led by the light of a celestiaX star. 
That from its seat of beauty qiarklep so. 
As mind from its daik portaii in the flow 

Of the broad stream of oceui, with the sky 
The dome to crown thy temple, and the glow 

Of suns to H^t and cheer thee, send on lugh. 

From off thy fttll-ton'd-harp,40unds tiiat should never die ; 
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IX. 

But with the h3rraii8 that have been sung, of old 

Burning on lips of inspiration, glowing 
Beep in those ancient hearts of keener mould. 

Whose ever rei^ess mind its treasure throwing 

In lavish gifts around them, and bestowing 
New being on the wanderer of the wild ; 

Those spiiits nerved with intellect, all-knowing. 
Whose voice now rous'd in terror, now they smilM 
Beading soft wotds of love to the delighted child ; 

•X. 
With these, and all who have been of the train. 

That hold the power of harmony to g^ve 
Joy unto others, as the melting nun 

•Wakens the earth, so that all freshly live, 

And as ag^ain in infancy revive 
With an intenser hue and shade of green. 

When the wak'd bees come thicker from their hive — 
O ! when these -lords of harmony convene, 
There be the farewell hymn, that paints the parting scene. 

XI. 
FarewfeU to the lost land, where life was young. 

And the fresh earth seem'd lovely ; where the heart 
First felt the thrill of ecstacy, when strung 

"Wiih its fine tender chords, all could impart 

Joy to its laughing innocence — ^I start 
To find I am so cold, where all before 

Was tinctur'd with divinity — ^we part, * " ' 

Land of my early loves ! thy once bright shore 
Bas lost its dearest charm — ^Farewell ! we mefct no more. 
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XH. 

The world) that is, seems Eden to the child^ 

The rainbows on a bubble are a spell 
'To chain him in sweet wonder, O ! how wild 

Do the first waken'd throbs of feeling swell, 

There is no music like the village bell. 
That o'er the far hill sends its silver sound. 

There is no beauty like the forms, that dwell 
In flower and bud, and shell and insect, found, 
l¥hen through the water'd vale we take our infant round. 

xni. 

3ut this is for the new mind — soon we tire 

Of all this simple lov^iness, we fonn 
l¥ithin a magic fiuie, whose sun-gilt spire 

Bums in the azure firmament — ^the storm 

Is portion of its majesty, we warm. 
Not tremble, in the lightning's vivid glare — 

Sounds must be heard from heaven, that they inform 
The spirit with the life of thought, and bear,. 
Thro' all their unseen flight, the souls that upward dare. 

XIV. 

The world imagin'd, to the world we feel. 

Is glory and magnificence ; we turn 
From earth in sated weariness, but kneel 

Before the pomp we dream of— when the urn 

Holds all that now hath form and life, we spurn 
The shackles, that debase us and confine ; 

Deep in its central fountain mind will bum 
Brighter in darkness, like the gems that shine 
With a fix'd eye of fire, the stars of cave and mine; 



XV. 
When the gay Tisions once ■« ftur are fled^ 

When tune has ^kopij/d 1^ loae^wreallia, and hia^ btovr 
Hath only snowa to ahade it; hearts ha^e ble^ 

And heal'd themaelvea to be all ea^ena; noir 

In the cold yeara of vanak'd hope, we plough 
And sow in bairenneaa to reap in hfigfat—- 

Then the soul m ite sofitdde doth bow 
To its own gvandeitf, and ftom outer night 
TuTBSi to the world iR^tiun, and finda all love and light. 

XVi. 
Darkness hath then no eoiMTMig, but iKs veil 

Is as a pictured curtain o'er a scene, 
That hides the life of some bewitehii^ hde. 

And is itself aKbeaaty; oftihe green 

Before an ancient temple walks the queen 
Of smiles, dispensing happiness to ehmrs 

Of youths and maidens, whose ecstatic mien 
Tells of the heart within, whose keen desires 
Bum with the pure flame fit iroiii Love's Olympian fires 

xvn. 

Not kindled from the aAtar, wfaldk below 

Stood in IdaUa bower'd in myr^e shades, 
The shrine of him, who bote the burmng boW, 

Whose earthly passion, ere it ripens, ftdes : 

'T is the one Spirit, who yn^ light pervades 
The inftnite of being, bat controls 

Alike the insect floating through the glades 
On the soft ur of June, or human souls 
New in their meity mem, or all that fivea and rolls 



Wide throagh the waste of eUier» 91m or star» 

All linked hy Htimonyy which is iS&e cshun* 
That binds to earth the orbs, tiiat wheel $fyst 

Throug^h the bhue fields of Nature's wide domain ; 

From the last gUmmerer in the stmy txain» 
To that which is to us the God^of day» 

From the beam glancing on the tosmng nain» 
To the fiill floods, that o'er creaition play. 
And feed the hanps of life, all feel that .fooondless away. 



Love is attraction, and attraction, love-^ 
The meeting of two fond eyes^ and the beat 

Of two accordant puUes are above 
Planets, that always tend, but never meet : \^ 

To us, that have a feeling, love is sweet. 

The life of our eieistence, the great aim 
Of all our hope and beauty'-^but Ihey fleet. 

Moments of fond endearroent-^yesfs will tame 

The electric throb of bliss, and quench the i^ntfi flanft: 

XX. 

But yet there is to us a purer light. 

And that is in the beautiful unfiuUng, 
The mould, wherein all p^umtmns of delight 

Are fashionM ii^ lov^iness ; the dndmg 

Of earth may^ve it softness, IdnoDy aiding 
The weakness of our ieebler nature^ wiule 

Mind has ^oit fledg'd its pinions; soon pervading 
Space in its daring, as a long^songht i^. 
It tarns vith oakned gaze to that Sternal mnile. 



16 PROMETHEUS. fast it. 

XXI. 
Whose charm is on the UniveTse, 'the blue 

MellQwM with light's full essence on the sphere 
Wrapping us in its mantle, whence the dew 

Falls clear and pearly, like a tender tear 

Shed on the hues, that fade so quickly here. 
But are awhile so beautiful— the sea. 

That smooths its g^ld, or as the light winds veer. 
Crisps it, or decks it o'er with stars — the sea 
Takes all it hath to charm. Eternal Love ! from thee.. 

xxn. 

And thee the fountains worship, where they lie 

Curling in silent loveliness, or sending 
.Through the flower'd vale, the brook, that prattles by 

Twinkling o'er polish'd pebbles ; willows bending 

Wave in thy soft breath, when its fragrance lending 
Balm to the new spring makes the Earth perfume : 

All hues, that o'er the tufted meadow blending, 
As the wind sinks or rises oft, assume 
New shades and tints, in thee expand their buds and bloom .. 

xxm. 

In thee all creatures gladden, on the air 

Moving their filmy wings, or calm at sail 
Skimming the winding water sheeted fair, 

As the sun walks above it— ^their bright mail 

Bums on the poHsh'd nnrror, which doth vail 
To the boss'd form, that studait like a gem — 

Whether their serried pinions cut the gale. 
Or their quick-glancing fins the cunent stem. 
Or earth is their domain — ^Thy life enkindles them. 



Aad Mm becomes thy ^iraTriiipper, when fint • 

The sensQ of. beauty wakeas him to kneel 
Sefbre the iraage% which, thoa haat raa^t, • 

And ataunp'd then wiHi thy deep eternal leal ; 

Forms from, wliach age andiuin cannot steal 
'The pure free gn)oe of nature-- Init they wear 

The magic chann> in which, we live and feel 
That we have caught a higher sense, and bear 
New wrought within our souls the essence of the fair. 

XXV. 

And to those forms of Mght our wishes tend. 
And our fixfd longing is to stand and gxACf 

Where» totheTarian stone the mind doth lend 
Its own divinity^ and poor its rays 
Harmonious o'er the eanieass^ where life phiys 

In the flushed cheek, bhie veins, and speaking eye. 
And lip with pasuon trembling— Ifind can raise 

FQnn its unseen conceptions, where they He 

Blight ill tludr mine, fotms^ hues, thatiook Eternity ; 

XXVI. 

That send through, the long waste of ages, pure 
From the corruption of a grosser time. 

Those models of petfection, which endure. 
The giudes to all the graceful and sublime 
In our own nature, ^shion'd in the^clime 

Of the sweet myrtle, and the kindling vine. 
Of roseate skies, green vales, and rocks that «climb 

Anud the nevei^wasting snows, and shine 

In the glad Sua— the seat of all they held diyine. 
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xxvn. 

It was from i^niiii^bii Am fiatf lrae% 
That hung^afoondthe bom and djmg6Mfp 

The tender flush, whose ioidlow atain imlMani 
Heaven wkfc att freaica of Hg-tt, and'vikore.kttqr 
Deep-boaomM in a still and w aw ei e a s Vaf , 

The sea reflected an that-glow^d.abovo, 
Till a neW ^1^ softer imt not ao- ga^^ 

Arch'd in its bosom trembled like a dove. 

When o'er her sUken pltunea wandora Ale]%fat«fUMre. 



It was from gazing on lliem, when fke floiren 

First waken'd from ilufeir winbeijr iifBcp, and iltrng* 
Their first warm tints o'er giifden beds nnflbow^^ 

When from the temple roof Hr awattow imng. 

And in the tharhy thicket sweetly rong^ 
Thro' the sdll inoonfigfat faoursy the heait4)«eatii^ tone 

Of the lone watbler, — when the'loos'd steed ilprung 
Bright o'er the aoiuiding pdain,and tlve etaanfiM zone. 
In one soft t^iHne of love^ rodnd afl^tbst Ihr*^ w^sahlttiMPii. 



When there were danees in tbe Flatine afaades. 
And the vihe-arbouia breath'd with mnsio^-ISfglltt 

Look'd from her starry tlurone on youths and muds 
Bounding and shouting in their frill delight, ' 
From the round ori> of azure sparkled briglit 

The spirit in its ecstacy, wreath'S gold 
Flow'd tress'd behind them, as tii^ footsteps light 

Leap'd in the mazy ring, and the wide fold 

Of mantles vav'd to fly tlie claaphig girdled hold : 
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Jjid feeling voicw bletidHl.mtli ihe^ljiikey 
^EKaiang the^ijiom to^eaoty iind to love, 

The parent and tbe 'in&iit iMy,-^tfae flutey 
In tempered flweetaew» ftowingfike ^fehe dore 
In her deep acMnow, from the eha above 

The dark stream sleefHog' m aeohiiUm i so^ 
As the voice eeaa^d, and Ificho&oia her cove 

Answer'dy the flute, in one continual flow, 

BrealhVi eray winding note and ftlhng- touch of woe 



And nmlea-fMn-ehing^dto^t^an^ the-daniBe bManie 
Stilly and the danceiabieathleaa; -younught aee 

In the aoft'dewaof aoirow qiiench'd the Hame 
Of buoyyrtyaaiiiBn; 't oo n the aoondofglee 
Bang on the meny cymbal, ^then all^fvee, 

Aa the winds huny a'er the mountains, beat. 
In numbered sd^pS'Sttqii^d t» melodf , 

Bound the^loae-ahaven gDaen> their glancing feet^ 

light aa'ttaeapotted^Mirna tlurotti^egean Ibvesto fleet* 



xxxn. 

And theie theipencil and the cfaisel'diew 

ApoUoa and Dianas; there they wrought 
Into one finrnr the channs that nature threw 

:llouad the fair youth of Athens; there they jBought 

All the soft Hnea of elegance, and caught 
The grandeur too of lovdaness, which lends 

Power to the young god-«-there they cullM- and brought 
From innocent forms the petfect grace, which sends 
Such magic j>n.th& heart of yoqfth, that^aw^d it bends. 
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Once they were {teited in a mufbrle. £uie 
Built to the Power that in the statue atood» 

Or underneath the blue, sky- on the plain» 
Or in the shadow of a sacred wood» 
Or where the poplar qi^ver'd o'er the ftood* 

Itself in air, its image glass'd below :— 
But now they stand* the artist's holy food* 

Where the Mgh dome permits the light to fioWf 

Aloft above the crpwd that wondering gaxe/ below. 



And there they stand* still perfect; thought the staia 

Of centuries has lent to them a hue* 
Which tells of age and change* 't is not in yain* 

But is their triumph : they have risen through 
. The roar of ruin round them* to renew 
Taste in the knd of music* and of form 

And tint and shade— So.eagerly we view 
The long-tost bark* that rudely beat the storm* 
And fode unhann'd* unwreck'd* where 
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They stand replete with life* the marble speaks* 

And the cold eye looks pasuon ; they might tell 
Of cultur'd fields* where now the dead fen reeks* 

Of pomp and feast, where bats and night birds dweU ; 

Though from their first-rais'd pedestal they fell* 
Yet they reviv'd in gloxy— It is sure* 

Stamp'd by the seal of nature* that the well 
Of Ifind* where all its waters gather pure* 
ShaJl with unquestioned speU aU meaner hearts aUuret 
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XXX VI. 

We gaze on them, and on the ancient page. 
And read its mystic characters, which seem^ 

^Through the expanding haziness of age, 
The Ruling forms of a majestic dream ; — 
Cold is the heart, that not on such a theme 

Feels the wann spirit kindle — ^'t is the sound 
Of a gone trampet rolling on the stream 

Of Time, and catching still at each rebound 

Deeper and clearer tones to bear its warning round)^ 

xxxvn. 

And ever waken from the dull repose 

Of peace and plenty, where we waste in rust^ 

That love of high emprise, which ever glows, 
When the rous'd mind hath sternly shook the dust 
From oiF its robe, and in a child-like trust 

To its own inspiration, and the power. 

That speaks from buried nations, at the bust 

Of ancient mind gives worship, in the hour, [shower. 

When the wakM eyes of Heaven their tempering influence 

XXXVlll. 
language of gods and godlike men ! thy tone 

First sounded on Oljonpas from the l3rre 
Of the glad viigins, when around the throne 

They rais'd the joyful Pxan, in a choir 

Alternate with Apollo, sitting higher. 
The sovereign of all harmony — ^thence came 

That sounding speech, whose words imbued with fire 
•Could the wild wave of Athens bend and tame. 
And wreath the Poet's harp with locks of lambent flame. 
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Thy faintest tone « nnuie'-^wheH Iby words 
Come o'er my ear, 1 seem on wkig^ at play 

With evexy bard wlfeo tmig^'^ee, like the birdsi 
Who feed on de^ wr, and float in dayj 
Speeding in eadless round their lives away» 

Aloft above the Tefpion of the atonn. 
Where nought can soil their golden plumes, nor stay 

Their swift career,— ^o sudden gust deform 

The bbaiuty of their flight, but aU is still and warn, 

XL. 

And the clear sun stands over them, his hair 

Waves gkniouMy athwart the perfect bluet 
There is no rustling in the deep calm ^, 

But one eternal tide is tolling through 

The far expanse, and thus it ever drew 
The waves of Ether in its willing train ; 

Higher than ever wing of eagle fl«w, 
Orwldte curl dimm'd the noon»viult with its sti^n, 
Ther^ bird of £den, spreads thy pure and bright domiiii. 

XU. 

And thou too kast a toice, and oft at niglit. 
When thy wing winda among tke stara» ^t is said 

By those who watch the sky in fizf d ddigbt. 
On fairy dreams of wooing fbttuneled. 
When the cool winds, around tiie Aowety bed 

Hid in the garden alcove, -4oBg delay. 
Because the spot is fiag ' ias tt^then 't is nid 

The midnight gazer hears thee ftr away, 

Like a sweet amgel's voice, salute the coming day. 



XLBT. 

Fit imag^ of those sobtiie kindled souls^ 

Who spurned at baseness, uid arose ftom earth 

IndigMtnUyy who fix'd m heaven their g^Mb» \ 
Whose only imJ m» departed worthy 
Whose reatlesfr paman kboar^d in the bivUi 

Of moral greatness p-^-vheCher on the page^ 
Statue or canTasa, rovnd the qoiet hearths 

On the loud Pnyx, or in the sanguine rage 

Of fightp^they sought to ehaim and eonquer eveiy age <: 



And this ixdth such » language, sweetly blendh^ 
All in one rofind of fidness, that it iow'd 

A streamlet or a torrent, pcean sending 
Its blue waves on its rocky baanier— gloiw^d 
Sparkles of bea^y tluckfy o'er it-*^strode 

Mind on its breast, like gods, who sul through air 
Thron'd on a tempest cloud— whether the ode 

Bum'd, or the epic thunder'd^^ or the fair [there. 

Pond Lesbian sigh'd and wooM, the ma|^c sound was 

xunr. 

Yes, but the accent, the nice touch and tone 

Have perishM with the tongues, whose melody 
Was Music's essence— Tes, the sound has flown 

With the keen life aloft, where it wiH be 

Absorbed and blended in Eternity, 
The spirit of a grander, pure? time : 

Language of Heaven, O lend thy voice to me ! 
dre me the perfect note, thetemper'd chime. 
Hint I at times may feel and live with the sublime $ 
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XLV. 

That I may read the rhapsodies and odes. 
And proiid harangues, and flowing histories. 

Those flights, where mortals mingled with the gods^ 
And threw their eye beyond the life that is. 
Those sun-bright lessons of the good and wise. 

Those golden song^ of a diviner age, — 
O ! could my mind but gain that long-sought prize^ 

O ! could I take the early Grecian rage. 

And pour Homeric fire along my wandering page, — 

XLVI. 

There should be altars to thee, and the flame 

Should be ethereal, no gross earthly fire 
Should taint their marble purity, but tame 

The spark of heaven should tremble down the wirev 

And with the lightest element conspire. 
To roU fuU floods of snowy light to thee. 

And I would warm my spirit in that pyre. 
And all, that lives within my heart, should be 
Bevoted to thy will, Eternal Harmony ! 

xLvn. 

Are thei:e not moments, when we fly from earth. 
And dwell in ether ? Are there no bright hours 

Along the dull of life ? Is not the dearth 

Of' feeling qiucken'd, and the dormant powers 
Waken'd, by living with the domes and towers 

We fly to o'er the bounding sea ? — O fane 
Of Grecian wisdom ! that in ruin lours 

Over the rage of ignorance, again 

Thou Shalt be bright, renew'd, and pure from every stain. 



xLvm. 

And I would go, and worship at thy door ; 

I dare not enter, where thy form doth rear 
That beaming' lance, which stilled the battle's roar. 

And stopp'd the clang of sword, the hum of spear 

Cutting the murk air in its dark career, 
And thirsting for the shouting warrior's blood j— 

I feel within my soul a holy fear 
Forbidding me to enter thy abode, [trod. 

Where none but grandest minds and purest hearts have 

XLIX. 
Wisdom enshrin'd in beauty — O ! how high 

The order of that loveliness ; the blue. 
That rolls and flashes in thy full round eye, 

Thy forehea^ arch'd with such a stidnless hue, 

As crowns the eternal mountains lifted through 
The gathered night of clouds, the smile, the frown 

Blended in sweetness ; — all in thee can view. 
How mind and virtue Unk'd, alone bring down [crown. 
On mortal heads from heav'n the star-wreathM laurel 

L. 

4 

Would I might stand beneath thy temple's roof, 
Clos'd from the entrance of all common light, 

From all the sound and stir of man aloof. 
Whose dark air makes thy aeg^s doubly bright. 
As the broad flash glares through the cloud of mght 

With an intenser redness ;^-could I stand 
Beneath thy roof, and from thy pure lips write 

The volume of all Truth, but no, my hand 

Will not,— I am not one by whom thy lore is scann'd.^ 



LI. 

No— I should rather fly «mong the bowers, 

That bloom around £he Idalian dome, and take 
From soft ^lolHan pliuns the leaves and flowers. 

Of which a Qoronal of love to make j — 

Better for me .a seat be»de the lal^e^ 
Where Ijie. enchanter erst his wild harp hun|^ ^ 

To mouMer in tiiie birches ; — ^why not wake 
Those witching^ potes ag^n ? Shall they,be 9^g; 
T9 the ynkf. poiu^tain winds from chords so long* unstnmg ': 

And now I turn me to ,the misty island, - 

Which rises with its white cliffs from the ocean, 
I turn to where the storm broods. on the highland^ 

And the sea liib its waves in ancry motion. 

And l^ere ags»n I feel a new devotion 
Come with a speU of power athwart me ;— light 

Bums, blazes over iSaeeece^ but wild commotion 
Heaves in the bosoms of the north ; their flight 
Is on the whirlwind's wing, ^eir home the womb of ni^hC 

un. 

They follow nature, who hath girt their lulls 
With a dark belt of pines,, whose fitful roar 

Far walled on the wind the stout heart fills 
With its own wild sublimity ; — ^the shore 
Breasts the rude shock of waves, that rush before 

The north wind bursting from the icy pole ; — 
Yon peaks, that lift their foreheads bald and hoar. 

Where the long wreaths, that tell of tempest, roU, 

Stamp mightily and deep their grandeur on the soul. 
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LIV. 
They love the rock, whose dark brow beetles fitf 

Into the wallowing ocean, whose white waves 
Join round the thundering^ crag in mingled war, ' 

Where in the hollow cavern echo tave^ ^ 

like the long groans, that seem to come' from' gtavej^ 
When sheeted spectres burst their cerelriehts ;— liigh 

The gannet wheels and screams, then stooping braves 
The fury of the surge, that rushes by. 
And then n^ (Um and far to nangle with the s1^: * 

IN, 

Their home is oh the itiouiitsiih,<--^where in infst 
They darkly dwell, and when the hollow sound '■ 

Of the crushM woods comes oh^ they fbndly liiit 
To hear the mdnds Wake lip, dttd gkiher round, 
TIU from each rocky battiemeiti they bound 

Ifingling and deepening like the iiraves in war. 
Which on the mid^sea heave and strive around 

The rock, that dares their madness ; loud afar 

Rolls on the foam^lit main the rush of Odin*^ car. 

LVI. 

And when the night comes dowili, aiM dfeeper gtoom 

FaUs on the cloud, that wraps the height in shade. 
When the mist moves away, and opens room 

To catch a glimpse of lakes in moon-light laid. 

For all below is by the clear wind made 
Serene in brightness, then the lone bard throws 

A i^ance on distant beauty, atid the maid. 
White as the foam that on the lash'd wave rose, 
Bits lonely in her bower and weeps her tender woes. 



I 



58 PROMETHEUS. »abt ir. 

LVBU 

Hieir tenderness is dark ; it hath the hue 
Of their own watezy skies, and thence they bear 

Its tints of paleness, for the light sent through 
The floating veil of mist, that (Urns the ab. 
Sheds a faint glimmering on the landscape there. 

So that the earth seems weeping ; when they mourn 
Their tones are wild but soft ; they do not tear 

With a new pang the heart already torn. 

That finds in the still look, what kiUs, yet must be borne, 

Lvm. 

The soaring of their hdghts uplifts the soul. 

And gives their heaven-ward daring to the heart. 
And the toss'd wi^ves, that nudway round them roll. 

Seeming below, as if they were a part 

Of a new ocean rag^g there, wiU dart 
Their sternness on the eye, that loves to rise 

From the low vale, and as it ga^es start 
To see above them floating in the skies 
Peaks white with eldest snow, and gilt with sunset dies. 

Dofra, thy brow is in that upper air. 
No cloud e'er went as high, the eagle's wing 

Has been thy only visitant, tliy bare 
And piUar'd cone b such a glorious thing 
To the far-gazing Norseman, when the sting 

Of a fond love of country prompts him on 
To worslup at thy base, and upi^rard spring 

To thy eternal walls, which in the sun 

fhmik far and purely forth, when the long day is doa^* 
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Far round thy fir-shag^d base the torrent windi^. 
Hoarse as the voice of Liberty, who bears 

With open breast the tempest, when it binds 
Seas in its chsun of frost, whose brow still wears 
Part of its once deep frown, the will that dares 

All, when invasion threats ; — that torrent leaps 
Down the dark gulf, and with its dashing tears 

The rock in deeper rents, and ever keeps 

Wild music in the wood, that o'er it bends and weeps ; 

LXI. 
The roar of waters, and the rush of winds . 

Thro' the black boughs, whose tangled branches throw 
Night o'er the rift, where the dash'd vapour blinds. 

And distant down the gushing waters glow 

In their intense convulsion, as they go 
Plunging and lifting high their frothy swell ; 

Then as a new-sprung arrow on they flow. 
Roaring along a pit that seems a hell. 
Where the shook caverns ring their echoes like a knell. 

Lxn. 

So Mind takes colour from the cloud, the storm. 
The ocean and the torrent : — where clear skies 

Brighten and purple o'er an earth, whose form 
In the sweet dress of southern summer lies, 
Man drinks the beauty with his gladden'd eyes. 

And sends it out in music ; — where the strand 
Sounds with the surging waves, that proudQr rise 

To meet the frowning clouds, the soul is mann'd 

To mixigle in their, wrath, and be as darkly grand. 



i 
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Lxra. 

Xifature ! when looking on thee, I become 
Renew'd to my first being, and am pore. 

As thou art bright and lovely ; from the hum 
Of cities, where men linger and endure 
That wasting death, which kills them with a sure 

But long-felt torture, I now haste away 

To climb thy rugged rocks, and find the cure 

Of all my evils, and agsdn be gay 

In the clear sun, that gilds the fsor autumnal day, 

^ LXIV. 

I cannot look upon those cloudless skies 
And not be hfted, for they seem to spread 

With an unbounded vastness, and they rise . 
Beyond the height, where early fancy, led 
By its own grand aspirings, which were fed 

On hopes nurs'd in their shrines below, had given 
To the first Powers their throne ; so o*er n>y head. 

As by an ever-moving hand still driven, 

lYider and wider spreads the azure deep of Heaven. 

LXV. 

I gaze and I am vaster, — ^thought takes wing 
From off the rock I stand on, and goes far 

Into the pure blue gulf, and there I bring 
The myriad bands of night, and set each stat- 
in its peculiar station, till they wear 

All forms of brightness, and, a magic train. 
Show all the fabled world in picture there. 

And then I seem to range them o'er again, 

JUike him who read them first on the Clialdean plain. 
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Lxn. 

But I^atiire ! thoa hast more beneath me bfight 

In their rioh autumn tints, than all t throw 
Over the crystal arch, whose tran<}uil fight 

Takes evexy hue of mellowness below; 

It kindles in the orchard's ruddy g^low. 
And on the colour'd woods, whose dying shade 

Crowns the tall mountain with a wreath, whose flow 
Soidy descending to the silent glade. 
Seems like the even&ng cloud in airy tiiits array'd. 

Lxvn, 

And where the rirer winds along the vale. 
Bending through sloping hills, which o'er it lift 

Oaks faintly yielding to the rudest gale. 
And cKhging with close t\(dning to the rift 
Of the ^teep rocks, which as the wild winds drift 

The rain-clouds o'er their quiyering tops, still rise 
Contending with the g^st, whose flight is swift. 

Scouring with stormy wing the cold dun skies. 

On which the flock look up with faint imploring eyes. 

Lxvin. 

Through that low water'd vale a sanguine stream 

Winds, where the maple gives its leaf a hue 
Of deepest carmine, and those wreath'd boughs?^ teem 

With the same tint of blood and berries blue ; 

Deeper their contrast, as they meet us through 
The dak's dark russet and the wahiut's brown ; 

There we might weave of falling leaves a new 
Apd brighter wreath than earth e'er gave, to crown 
The 9m of lower life, before its fight went down. 

 Tupeh, 
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' LXIX. 

There is a pensive spirit in those woods. 

The sighing' of the lone wind in their leaves 
Has much to soften ; there the sunk heart broods 

Intenser o'er its many wrongs, and grieves 

With a far purer sorrow; it Relieves 
With fond illusion that a form is there. 

Who hath her sorrows too ; and then he weaves 
Of the pale-tinted flowers, a wreath, to bear 
On his dishevelled locks, the garland of despiur. 

LXX. 

To look upon thy form, thou dying year. 

To see thy brightest honours thickly shed. 
As withered flowers are scattered on a bier 

By pious hands, who mourn a lov'd one dead ; 

To think how all, that spring and summer spread 
Of freshness and maturity, are torn 

By the rude winds ; how coldly in their stead 
The crusted frost hangs glinunering on the thorn. 
And bends the widow'd boughs, that stoop as if forlorn : 

LXXI. 

To think on this, and on the breathing hues* 
That wreathed the same earth in its fairest prime, 

When the glad season with its life imbues 
The very clods, and wakens from the slime 
Of the low marsh, new forms, that spread a time 

A pictured mantle o'er it ; when it blows. 
Mocking the beauty of a tropic clime. 

Where one etenud round of flowering throws [glows : 

New bloom to <;rown the fhiit, that swells and ripening 
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To think on infancy^ and then on death. 

In the wild herb, or those fair forms we bind 

Close to our hearts, as if their life and breath 
HVere portion of our being, where the nund 
Is heighten'd, and all sympatlues refin'd 

To that high state, where we are not our own;— 
To think on death,— to les^ve the looks, that wind 

Round all our thoughts thejr tenderness, — alone 

To sit and hear the winds make 9ad and solemn moan 

Tliroag^ the dark pines, whose foliage, in the sway 
Qf fitful gusts, waves mournfully and throws 

From its fine threads a sound, that sinks away 
Faintly and sweetly, to a dying close. 
Like a soft air to which the boatman rows. 

Over the moonlit lake his gliding keel. 

Which comes more calmly, for the still wind bloMi;^ 

So meekly through the summer night, we feel 

Scarce on our wakefiil ear the whisper'd echo steal ; 

IXXIV. 

To think on death, and how it rends the links 
Of long and close communion, how it tears 

One and another chord* till the heart sinks 
Without one friend, on whom to lay its cares, 
And take his in return ; — ^the spirit bears 

Better a lov'd one's woes, than those it feels 

Spring in^ts own lost hopes ; — ^the he^ that shares 

With a long bosom friend his burdens, heals 

Its wounds, and still is soft;-— alone, their closing steels : 
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LXXV. 

*T 18 good to think on death, — ^it bends' the will 
From that stern purpose, which no man can hold 

And yet be happy ; — we must go and fill 
Thought With aflTection, where pale mourners fold 
The shroud around those chill limbs, whose fair mould 

Imag*d unearthly beauty. — ^Why not blend 

With tears awhile, and leave that stem, that cold 

Contempt of all that wsdts us, when we end 

Our proud career in death, where all, hope lifted, bend« 

^T is g^od to hold communion with the dead. 

To walk the lane, where bending willows throw 
Gloom o'er the dark g^eeh turf, ere day is fled. 

And cast deep shadow on the tomb below ; 

For as we muse thus silently we know 
The worth of all our longings, and we pay 

New worship unto purity, and so 
We gather' streng^ to take our toilsome way. 
Which must be meekly borne, or life be thrown away, 

Lxxvn. 

Better live long and tranquilly, if pure^ 

Than rush into the madness of a crowd, 
Where all are eager for the prize, none sure. 

Where busy voices clamour long and loud, 

And man shows in the strife, how feebly proud 
Are his best aims to rsuse himself, and cast 

His fellows in his rear ; — ^how keen, when bow'd 
Beneath a firmer heel, he finds at last. 
Are the condenming thoughts, that mock himi of the past. 
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Lxxvm. 

Bat I must turn agnin to higher themes^ 
And from the li^ed summit, where I stand 

Casting a rapid glance o^er hills and streams, 

That chequer with their light a happy land, 

Ifost find again my better 'powers expand 
■* » • . 
To a fit harmony with earth and sky. 

Which spread before xne, with so vast a hand. 

Those forms^ that seem to bear eternity 

Stamp'd on their iron brows, where a^e will ever be : 

txxix. 

The gray rocks, and the mountains wrapp'^ in blue 
Towering far distant through the silent air. 

That sleeps in noon-light, but in tnorhing blew 
Fresh 6*erthe ilisset plsdn, and scatter'd there 
Shadows from flitting clouds, that earth seem'd fair 

Rob'd in a sheet of light^ and then grew dim ; — 
Far distant through the haze, those mount^ns bear 

Sky-lifted walls, that frown along the brim 

Of earthy and as I gaze, in vapour seem to sWim. 

LXXX. 

They rise with twofold vastness through the dun 

And quivering air, that broods' ailong the heath. 
Which gilds its dark waste with the reddening sun. 

Whose sinking light seems ominous of death ; 

Air now is hush'd, and not a whisper'd breath. 
Bears from the cedar woods one sound away 

To speak of life ; a Kjg'htly curling wreath 
O'er the far lake alone is seen to play. 
And give one fairy hue to the departing day. 
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LXXXI. 

'T is the fit hour of high and solemn thought ; — 
The san sinks lower, and a wave of flame 

Burns on the distant peaks ; — ^I feel my lot 
Too scanty for those inner powers, that frame 
Visions of glory, which no want should tame 

To the poor level of our common days; 
I would he with the heights, which stand the same^ 

Catching through countless years the dying rays. 

That every evening crown the rocks in one full hlaze. 

Lxxxir. 

And here shall be my temple, where I pay 

Devotion unto Nature, here the throne» 
On which my soul shall sit, and pass away 

Beyond where ever wing of sur has flown^ 

Or first-created beam of morning shone 
Through the void infinite, the far expanse. 

Spread out beyond all life» by thought alone 
Pervaded, where no atoms in their dance» 
Ere sun and star came forth, roU'd on the waves of chance. 

LXlStXlU. 

To think is to exist, and when we go 

Far in the range of intellect, we se^ 
Heightened in our existence : brute below 

Move the dull crowds a slow and sluggish stream^ 

Who think us madmen^ who on mountains deem. 
There are more lofty musings, and new force 

Caught from the purer aar and clearer beam ; 
They know no upward hours, and as their source 
Of life is in the dust, such is their being's course. 
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VSXXXV. 

They are the pillars on which nations rest^ 

Useful^ but rude ; all beauty took its birth 
In the rank mould ; now worshipped and caress'd. 

It once lay buried in its parent earth ; 

And thus the mean and sordid have their worth, 
To bear aloft the finer form> and rear 

The prouder seat of soul, that sallies forth 
ffigh in a purer element, to hear 
The lore of minds, who dwell in a celestial sphere : 

LXXXV. 

Who have been in th^ common herd, but long- 

Have found a home more genial, and have |^own 
From this our infancy of reason^ strong 

In all that gives to int^lect the tone 

Of an exalted essence,- such as shone 
Faint in the bard and sage of ancient days; 

Earth was around them, — now they would not own 
Those visions, where they wandered, iii a maze* 
Of dreams, that were sublime, and dazzle all who gaze. 

LXXXVI, 
But these were dreams of infancy ; — ^they broke 

The chain of earthly appetite, — the will 
To b^ all greatness burst the binding yoke. 

That ever bore their spirit downward, till 

They leap'd on a free pinion to fulfil 
The grandeur they had purposed ; — ^then the sky 

Received them in its bosom, where they still 

Haste on in eager hopes, that never die, 

To read all things, that are, with an unsated eye. 

4 
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Lxxxvn. 

space is to them an ocean, where they ni^ 

Voyag-ing" in an endless circle ; — hght 
Comes from within, and as the mountains flush. 

When morning sails athwart them, so their flight 

Kindles all thin^, they pass by, with so bright 
And searching glance, they read them in their core : 

Like a quick meteor hasting on in night. 
They wander through a sea without a shore. 
Which still hath something new to gather to their store. 

Lxxxvra. 

And they too have a centre, where they tend ; 

The Universe rolls roond it ; there all power 
Comes and goes forth ; though lesser beings end 

Wasting, and bom, and dying every hour. 

Yet like the fabled amaranthine flower. 
That ever held the same unfading glow. 

Shedding its fragrance through the holy bower. 
Where angels took their slumbers, "in a flow. 
That bore a sense of Heaven to purer hearts below : 

LXXXIX. 

Yet like that never dying flower, the whole 
Lives one unchanging round, and ever draws 

New motion irom the animating soul. 
Which acts on matter with eternal laws. 
And is to each event the one flrst cause, 

From which all changes emanate ; like rays 
All spirits point to this, and there they pause. 

And when all worlds are pass'd^ the soul there lay& 

Its separate life aside, and mingles in that blaze. 
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XC. 

Here we have oi^y moments, when we speed 

Round the aeiial ocean, o'er whose tides 
The mind goes onward* like the breathless steed. 

On which the wretch, who flies his ruin, hdes ; 

But the base will to earth forever g^des . 
The soaring pinion in its highest flight ; 

We cannot g^, where the &ee spirit glides 
Serenely in a flowing wave of light ; 
We may be bright awhile, but more of life is nig^t. 

XCI. 

'T is a Tain toil to send our &ncy on. 

In quest of higher worlds than this we know ; 
Cold want will come, when all we sought is won. 

And then our new-fledg'd wing must stoop below ; 

I am not to the hope of Heaven a foe. 
It comforts, lifts, and widens all, who share 

In the pure streams, that from its fountain 4pw; 
We must be pure ourselves^ if we would dare 
Take of the holy fire, tiiat wells and gushes there. 

xcn. 

*T is a weak madness, or a base deceit. 

To talk of hope like this, when life is stain'd 

With all rank reeking gros8ne8S;--when we meet. 
In a fair life, a goodness all unfeig^'d, 
Wliere one long love of purity hath rdgn'd. 

And the meek spirit charms us, like the rose. 
That in a thicket lurks, and there hath gain'd 

Sweetness irom all it fed on, till it throws 

New fragrance on the wind,-— we give a heaven to those. 



$ 
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xcra. 

They have a heaven on earth ; — ^it ever springisr 

In the calm round of tender feeling", shown 
By tlie dear cares and toils, which Nature wrings,. 

With a most gentle pressure, from the lone,. 

But happy parent, who amid her own 
Smiling like first-blown flowers around her, feeds 

Her spirit with their looks of love ; — unknown 
She lives within her shrine ; — her fond heart needs 
No tongne to tell her worth, to gladden in her deeds. 

• XCIV. 

They have their own reward ; — ^it is the Taw 
Of our existence, that our hearts should clingf 

To those, who from our life their being draw ; 
The favours, that we render, ever bring" 
Closer the cherish'd, till they are a things 

We cannot sever from us, but they tear 

Roots from our hearts ; — ^the thankless child may sting, 

Even as a serpent, but we meekly bear [there. 

All wrongs, and when the storm beats on him, clasp him 

xcv. 

The feeling of a parent never dies. 

But with our moral nature ; all in vain 
The wretch by cold and cruel spuming tries 

To change that love to hate ; — ^the sense of puin 

Shoots keenly through a mother's heart, the chain 
Wound through life's tender years twines closer bo ; 

Feelings, that in our better hours had lain 
Silent, are often wak'd by some deep throe. 
And as the torture racks, our loves intenser grow> 
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XCVI. 

We send these fond endearments o'er the g^ve. 
Heaven would be Hell, if lov'd ones were not there. 

And any spot a heaven, if we could save 
From every stain of earth, and thither bear 
The hearts, that are to us our hope and care. 

The soD, whereon our purest pleasures grow ; 
Around the quiet hearth we often share. 

From the quick chang'e of thought, the tender flow 

Of fondness wak'd by smiles, the world, we love, below. 

xcvn. 

But now I turn me to the setting sun. 

Whose broad fire dips behind yon rock, a tower 
Fit for the eagle's aerie ; day is done^ 

And earth is hush'd at evening's dewy hour ; 

Down the high wooded peak a golden shower 
Flows through the twinkling leaves, that lightly play 

In the cool wind, that wakens from its bower 
Hung^, where the curUng river winds away 
Through the gpreen water'd vale, to meet the sheeted bay; 

xcvni. 

On which the moon, who long had watoh'd the set 
Of the bright lord, who gives her light, but dims 

Her brightness, when they two in heaven are met. 
Casts her pale shadow, which as softly swims, ' 
As nymphs, who cleave the waves with snowy, limbs. 

Like lilies floating on a falling stream. 

Whose incense-breathing cup now lightly skims 

The crinkling sheet, and now with opal gleam 

Dips in the brook, and takes from air a brighter beam ■; 

4* 
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XCIX. 
Which IB condens'd, and parted into hues. 

That chann ua in the rainbow ;^-each wav'd tip 
Of the gloss'd petala, in that light imbues 

Ita paleness with an iris fringe ; the lip 

Thus takes a sweeter beauty, when we sip 
The infant stream of life, from some bright bowl 

Fretted with eastern flowers ; and as they drip 
From the new rose, the pearis of morning roll 
Such ^ts upon the eye, they pass into the soul. 

C. 

Sunlight and moonlight now arc met in heaven ; 

This like a furnace blazing in the west 
Lifts a wide flame, that as a banner driven 

Glows, where the mountsdn lake unfolds its breast, 

And every tree in amber locks is treas'd 
Flowing in wav'd fire down the green hill-side ; 

Round the far eastern sky the blue is dress'd 
With blushes, like a sweet Circassian bride. 
Who looks with melting eye on Helle's rolling tide. 

CI. 

The vast arch lifts a darker canopy. 

The perfect dome of nature, rear'd aloft 
Above the column'd rocks, that send it high, 

like a round temple roof, which rises soft 

Melting in evening air, where sunbeams waft 
Flashes, that tip with g^ld the pointed spire. 

And crown the statue there, and gem the haft 
Of the bent sword, that like a stream of fire 
Waves o'er the startled crowd, the sign of God's first iro. 
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cn. 

But as I turn me to the silent sea, 

Where nipt a wind is breathing, no calm swell 
Creeps slowly whispeiing on ; where in his lee 

Through the far deep, the sailor-boy can tell. 

On the white bed of sand, each twisted shell. 
That lies, where never waves in tempest sweep ;— 

I look, and as I hear the vesper bell 
Swing solemnly afar, the moon-beams keep 
Watch o'er the silver tide, that now is hush'd in sleep. 

cm. 

Day fiidea, and night grows brighter in her orb, 

Which walks the blue air with a queen-like smile. 
And seems with a soft gladness to absorb 

All the deep blaze, that lit yon jrocky pile; 

Where Uie sun took his farewell glance, the while 
He rested on the throne of parting day. 

Which is his royal seat ; — as a far isle 
Rolling amid the upper deep its way. 
The moon glides on, as glides her shadow on the bay. 

CIV. 

Beauty is doubled here, and both are fiur. 

But the reflection hath a paler tint, 
■^Vs when from out a calm and hazy air 

The first wan rays in frosted autumn glint ; 

The moon aloft comes freshly from the mint, 
Where.first she took her loveliness ; the bright 

And dark, she bears, like bosses by the dint 
Of a deep die, give changes to her light. 
As if a snowy veil with glittering pearls were dight. 
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CV. 

Nig^lit steals apace, and brings the hour of stars. 

Which come emerg'ing' from heaven's azure flow ; 
First in the west the loving" planet bears 
The charm of light, that hath a power to throw 
Hope on the hnpassion'd heart, who in her glow- 
Reads the fond omen of his happy flame ; 

She leads the way ; then thicker splendours go. 
Each to his scat, as when at once they came I 

Obedient to the voice, whose word all power can taroe. 

CVI. ' 

And now tlie ni^ht is fidl ; unnumbered eyes i 

Look on us from infinitude ; the dome, ' 

Whereon they hang, in darker azure lies 

Round tlieir intenser light ; as when the foam 1 

Crests the green wave, when barks are hunying home 
From the wild clou<l, that skirts the brooding sky. 

And gives the sea a frown, before it come 
To plow the surge in wrath, and roU it by 
The rock, which in that rush still lifts its forehead high. 

cvn. I 

They gather on the far-expanded ai'cli. 

Each in their separate orders, and go on 
Sweeping the long dark vault in silent march) 

Until at last the western goal is won. 

Or on the orient hill the morning sun 
Come forth and quench their lesser light ; — ^yon plain 

Is a wide list, where higher souls may run 
In the bright form of star, and grandly guin 
The only good reward> wliich her6 we seek in vain. | 
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cvm. 

No wonder nations worshipp'd here, and bow'd 

Their foreheads in the dust before the fires. 
That watch o'er earth, and seem to speak aloud 

The deeds of unborn ages ; — ^man aspires 

To the high seat of gods, and never tires 
To read the infinite, the past, and throw 

Looks fill] of hope before him ; — so those fires^ 
Which are so lugh, and look so far, must know 
An that is big with fate, and will have birth below. 

CIX. 

Faith centres in the sky ;— 't is there we tum^ 

When earth is only darkness, there we send - 
Our TOWS to those we fear, and there we bum. 

When the last pulse beats low, to find the end 

Of all we hate, and thus in hope we tend 
To the high dwelling of the stars ; — ^bright souls 

Love with the purer elements to blend. 
And so when the deep knell its parting tolls. 
They gaze on the pure light, that ever round us rolls : 

ex. 

So those, who have been g^ted with the flame 

Of an ascending intellect, whose light 
Kindled as death drew near, and seem'd the same, 

Or ftirer on the verge of being^ night ; — 

So they have fix'd their last look on the bright 
Clear sky, as if awhile inspher'd and bound 

In a full sense of glory ; — their delight 
Was too intensely keen to have a sound, — 
.It spake in the long smile, they cast fio calmly round. 
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CXI. 

The sun was setting, when the Guebre drew 

His parting breath ; he gaz'd in worship there. 
Life seem'd concentred in that ardent view. 

His spirit wander'd into worlds of air 

To mingle with his god, and dying share 
In the last flash of day ; — the cold dim glaze 

Fell on his eye, but yet he oft would bear 
A fond look to the cloud, that drank the rays. 
And then he calmly died, as one, who only pays 

cxn. 

Devotion on his pillow, ere he draw 

His curtain round, and close his eye in sleep ; 

That fond idolater in dying saw. 
As the day sank in glory in the deep, 
That roll*d in gilt waves o'er it with the sweep 

Of a far-flashing brightness, there his eye ^ 
Beheld his god enshrin'd ; — his soul could leap,^ 

At such a calm and holy hour, to lie 

Serenely on his couch, and with his lov'd lord die. 

CXIU. 

Centre of light^nd energy ! thy way 

Is through the unknown void ; thou hast thy throne. 
Morning, and evening, and at noon of day. 

Far in the blue, untended and alone : 

Ere the iirst-waken'd airs of earth had blown. 
On thou didst march, triumphant in thy light ; 

Then thou didst send thy glance, which still hath flown 
Wide through the never-ending worlds of nighty 
And yet thy full orb burns with flash as keen and bs^t. - 
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cxrv. 

We call thee Lord of day, — and thou dost give 
To Ear^ the fire, diat animates her crust. 

And wakens all the forms, that move and live. 
From the fine viewless mould, which lurks in dust, 
Tt) him, who looks to Heaven, and on his bust 

Bears stamp'd the seal of God, who gathers there 
Lines of deep thought, high feeling, daring trust 

In his own centred powers, who aims to share 

In all his soul can frame of wide, and |p*eat, and Mr. 

cxv. 

Thy paAii is high in heaven ; — we cannot gaze 

On the intense of light, that girds thy car ; 
There is a crown of glory in thy rays. 

Which bears thy pure divinity afar 

To mini^e with the equal light of star. 
For thou, BO vast to us, art in the whole 

One of the sparks of night, that fire the ajr^ 
And as around thy celvtre planets roll. 
So thou too bast thy path around the central soul. 

c!!rvi. 

1 am no fond idolater to fhee. 

One of llie countless multitude, who bum 
As lamps around tiie one Eternity, 

In whose contending forces systems turn 

Their circles roiind that seat of Hfe, the urn, 
Where all must sleep, if nJMter ever dies :—  

IKght fiiSs me here, but fancy dm dTscem 
With the wide gbince of her all-seeing eyes, 
Where^ in the heait of worlds, the niBlig Spirit lies. 
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cxvn. 

And thou too hast thy world, and unto thee 
"We are as nothing* ;— <hou ^est forth alone* 

And movest through the wide aerial sea. 
Glad as a conqueror resting on his thvone 
From a new victory, where he late had showm 

Wider his power to nations ;— so thy Ugbt 
Comes with new pomp, as if thy strengtii had gxfiwn 

With each revolving^ day, or thou at night 

Had lit again thy fires» and thus renewed thy might. 

CXVHl. 

Age o'er thee has no power ;— thou bri^fst the saxiie 
Lig^ht to renew the morning, as wheti firsts 

If not eternal, thou, with front of flame. 
On the dark face of earth in glory burst. 
And warm'd the seas, and in their boscwi nurs'd 

The earliest things of life^ the worm and shell ; 
Till through the sinking ocean mountains -pieic'd* 

And then came forth the land, whereon we dwell, 

^Bear'd like a magic fane above the watefy swell. 

CXIX. 

And there thy searching heat awoke the seeds 

Of all, that gives a charm to earth, and lends 
An energy to nature ; all that feeds 

On the rich mould, and then in beaiang bends 

Its fruit again to earth, wherein it blends 
The last and first of life ; of aM vdio bear 

Their forms in motion, where the spirit tends 
Instinctive, in their common good to shar^. 
Which lies in things that brefttfae, or late^ere living tbei^e. 
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CXX. 
They live in thee ;*— without thee all were dead 

And darky no beam had lighted on the waste, 
But one eternal night around had spread 

Funereal gloom, and coldly thus defac'd 

This Eden, which thy faiiy hand had grac'd 
With such uncounted beauty,-— all that blows 

In the fresh air of Spring, and growing brac'd 
Its form to manhood, when it stands and glows 
In the fullptemper'd beam, that gladdens as it goes. 

CXXI. 
Thou lookest on the Earth, and then it smiles ; 

Thy light is hid, and all things droop and mouni ; 
Laughs the wide sea around her budding isles. 

When through their heaven thy changing car is borne i 

Thou whedst away thy flight, the woods are shorn 
Of an their waving locks, and storms awake ; 

All, that was once so beautiful, is torn 
By the wild winds, which plough the lonely lake, 
And in their maddening rush the crested mountaina shake. 

cxxn. 

The Earth lies buried in a shroud of snow ; 

Life lingers, and would die, but thy return 
Gives to their gladden'd hearts an overflow 

Of all the power, that brooded in the urn 

Of their chilli frames, and then they proudly spurn 
AH bands that would confine, and give to air 

Hues, fragrance, shapes of beauty, till they bum. 

When on a dewy mom thou dartest there 

Kich wares of gold to wreath with fairer light the fair 

5 
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The vales are thine ; and vhen tiie toadi of Spnn|^ 
Thrills them, and gives them gkdnesa, in thy U^ht 

They ghtter, as the glancing swallow's winff 
Dashes the \rater in his winding A^t, 
And leaves bdiind a wave, that erinkles hrig^ht. 

And widens outward to the pebbled shore j — — ^ 

The vales are ttnne, and when they wake iinmk nigiil^ 

The dews, that bend the gi*ss %«, tiwnldsng o'er 

Their soft and ooay bed^ look iipwasd aMKl«doce. 

Gxsrv. 

The hills are thtne ^^they catch thy newest beam. 
And gladden in thy parting, wheie the wood 

Flames out in every leaf, and drinks tfaeatvesm. 
That flows from out thy fulness, as a flood 
Bursts from an unknb wn land, and voUs the food 

Of nations in its waters ; — so thy rays 

Flow and give brighter tints, than everbttd, 

lYhen a clear sheet of ice reflects a bUUse 

efmaaytwinkliiig'geiiis, as every igioas^dbo^gbplag^ 



Thine are the mountains, where they purely tift 

Snows that have never wasted, in a sky 
Which hath no stain ; bektw the storm may dri6: 

Its darkness, and the limiider-gust roar by. 

Aloft in thy^ eternal snule they lie 
Dazzling but cold t — thy farcnreUglonee' looks tb^re. 

And 'when' below ^y hues of>beauty die 
Girt round them as a rosy belt, they bear 
Into the high dariK>vaidt, a brow thftt mHI is fkir. 
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CXXVI. 
The clouds are thine^ And all their magic hues 

Aie pencill'd by thee ; when thou bendeat low. 
Or comest in thy strength, thy hand imbues 

Their waving fbld^with such a perfect glow 

Of all pure tints, the fairy pictures throw 
9||uune on the proudest art ; the tender stain 

Hung round the vei^e of heaven, that afr4t bow 
Girds the wide world, and ip their blended chain 
All tints to the deep ^Id, that flashes in thy tma ; 

cxxvn. 

These are thy trophies, «nd thou bendst -tiiy atch. 

The sign of triumph, in a sevenrfoki twine. 
Where the spent storm is hasting on its inarch ; 

And there the glories «f thy light combine. 

And form with .petfect curve a lifted line 
Striding the earth and air ;•— <man looks and tells. 

How Peace and Mercy in its beautjr shine. 
And how the heavenly messenger hnpcds 
Her glad wings <hi the path, that thus in ether ^sweUs^ 

The ocean is tiiy vassal ;^*thou dost sway 

His waves to thy dominion, and they go. 
Where tiiou in heaven dost^uide^ them on i^^ mtff 

Rising and fiiUi^ m eternal ftow ; 

Thou lookest on the^waters, and they g'low. 
They take them wing» and- spring al<^ in air. 

And change to ctauds, and- then dtssolving thiov 
Their treasures back to earth, and rushing, tear 
The mouAtatn aifd^e Tale, as proudly on they ia«ar. 



CXXIX. 

1 too have been upon thy rolling breastj 
Widest of waters ! I have seen thee lie 

Calm, as an infant pillow'd in its rest 

On a fond mother's bosom, when the sky, 
Not smoother, gave the deep its azure die. 

Till a new heaven was arch'd and glass'd below. 
And then the clouds, that gay in sunset fly. 

Cast on it such a stain, it kindled so. 

As in the cheek of youth the living roses grow. 



/ 



cxxx. 

I too have seen thee on thy surging path, ' 

When the night tempest met thee ; thou didst dash 

Thy white arms high in heaven, as if in wrath 
Threatening the angry sky ; thy waves did lash 
The labouring vessel, and with deadening craxh 

Rush madly forth to scourge its gfroaning sides ; 
Onward thy billows came to meet and clash 

In a wild warfare, till the lifted tides 

Mingled their yesty tops, where the dark storm-cloud rides. 

CXXXI. 

In thee, first light, the bounding ocean smiles. 

When the quick winds uprear it in a swell, 
That rolls in glittering g^en around the isles, 

Where ever-springing fruits and blossoms dweU : 

O ! with a joy no gifted tongue can tell, 
I hurry o'er the waters, when the sail 

Swells tensely, and the light keel glances well 
Over the curling billow, and the gale 
Comes off from spicy groves to tell its winning tale. 
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cxxxn. 

The soul is thine ; — of old thou wert th6 Power, 

Who gave the Poet Rfe, and I in thee 
Feel my heart gladden, at the holy hour, 
W When thou art sinking in the silent sea ; 
^i^^^Or when I climb the height, and wander free 
^l^thy meridian glory, for the air 

Sparkles and bums in thy intensity,— 
I feel thy light within me, and I share 

I In the full glow of soul, thy spirit kindles there. 

« « 41 * * 

cxxxm. 

All have their moments, when the world looks dark 
. Behind, around, before them : — Some have steel'd 

Their hearts to hope, and put out every spark. 
Faith lends the future, — ^minds, who will not yield 
To aught but sense, who lurk beneath a shield. 
That bears unshock'd the rudest brunt of fate ; 

They boast of their fix'd hardness — ^they have heal'd 
^ All the heart's wounds by searing— Love and hate 
Have died alike — ^unmov'd they sit, and sternly wait 

CXXXIV. 

Death, which hath lost aU terrors, in the cold 
r Stifling of every passion and desic^ ; 

, 'T is the same sound, whether the bell has toU'd, 
Or the flute warbled out the lover's fire ; 
They laugh at Heaven and all who there aspire. 
Who lowly crouch and bend to fear, they mock ; 

They strive, while they have vigour ; when they tire 
They ^t and muse, like Marius on a rock. 

And thus in calm deep thought the Book of Life unlock ; 

5* 
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<<It came, \b go|ie, whenc^e, vlnt|^«r, fumecmktanomi 

Darkness behind, af deep a g^loom befere : 
Wave after wave our gemejatiMif gf> 

RoUini^ to break upon an unknowivshcwe; 

Awhile we toas and sparkle^ then no oaore 
The eye beholds our being*, wb ane fl«dy 

And they, who mov'd alone, and tbey, who bore 
Navies and convoys, soon^ as quick]^^ sp^ 
Have vanished in the waste dark yiacwuD of tlie dead. 

CXXXVI. 

f* Graves tell no tales, but silence dread and deep 
Broods over them fo^ver ; one long night 

Wraps all, that enter their domun, in sleep 
On which no day hath ever pour'd itd light. 
But Time, as it advances, stiQ doth write 

Eternity above their dark repose ; 
Ages have wheeVd away in silent flight, 

Man ever to his long oblivion goes : 

What if he hath new life ^ Who hath it only knows. 

cxxxvu. 

<* We stand the centre of Eternity, 

Infinity around us ; but we cling 
To the few sands of life;, that soqn will be 

Lost in the common mass, when Death shall iling 

His clay-cold hand athwart us, and shall wring 
The spirit from our forms : th^n dust to dust 

Shall meanly moulder ; we shall be a thing 
For worms to feast on ; do we. rightly trust, 
We shall be then alTmind, or is it a vain lust ? 
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*< So Man lua ^^aCioti'd, nose hii htmg came 
Forth from the vTonb of Nature ; he hat found 

This dun fife flir hii inner powen too tame. 
And tttertfyte he hath cast hit view anrandt 
And wander'd ftr aw&jr, b^ond the bound 

Of the seen umvene, to find a home 
For hia high aoul to dwell in ; thougli the ground 

Beceiye the waated covjiae, yet he may ratfm. 

On a swift tiry wing^ heneath Hea«^en*s proudest done. 



<< There is a fiMh|gf;>«idtflir in the thw|^t ; 

'T is the extreme' of ecstasy to rev 
Our now base Me ahore its sorAd lot. 

And kindle in a holy happy sphere, 

Where aU, that b of intellect, is near. 
And all pure feelinf^ finds eternal food t 

No wonder better soula have rested heib 
Intensely, as the sparrow guards her brood ; 
And it attnJcta the more, thte more it is pm^ued, 

CXLr. 

** They live in holy mosing^nnnd ia< drawn 
From afi external belng,-*-ca]m repose 

In the one chiefest essence, as the dswn 
Sleeps on the rilent valley, when the rose 
Drips with its seeded dew» that slowly flows 

From the still lefeiv«i^ all are sO hushM^and calm» 
When the blue flowers of day their leaves unclose. 

And wake their azure eyesb and breathe their bahn. 

And the green* fiAnetioeloB the hon^ of the Palm, 
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cua: 

<< Whose broad leaves hang mmiffled by the vwxy 

Of the cool air, that from the ocean steals 
With breath so faint, that scarce the silk-tufts play 

Round the green cane, when the night beauty seals 

Her golden eye in slumber, but reveals 
In tender lines of light the fringed lid ; 

When all that hath a life, in silence feels 
The moving of that Power, whose ways are hid 
Deep in the core of things, unresting, and amid . 

^ CXLU. 

^ Myriads of viewless instruments, the spriag^ 
By which the eternal round of life goes on. 

Whose sleep is in the tomb, when spirit fiings 
Its faded slough aside, again to run 
In a fresh-glo^ng spoil, that gives the sun 

Its light in burnish'd beauty. — Do we fly. 
Thus parted. Earth forever ? ^ or dpes one 

Take from another life, wherewith to ply 

Awhile on gladden'd wings, and then grow old and die 

cxLin. 

** Nature is one eternal circle : — Life 

Floats through the void, and is attracted, whef*e 

The elements in their collected strife. 
From Chaos raise a world in order fair 
To float through space, and on its bosom bear 

Forms, that are fasbion'd with unnumber'd wheels 
To walk, or swim, or on the buoyant «iv 

Float in the calm (Amotion ; — ^Life there steals. 

And ^inda its home prepared, — ^it enfeer% Matter feels. 
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CXUV, 

*' And all ftwalces to energy, the blood 

Couises the winding arteries, which convey 

Spirit and heat in its air-kindled flood. 
And send to aQ, the atoms winch array 
The form in roimded%eauty, and their play 

Paints on the new-borh cheek the one full rose* 
Which is the flower of loire ;— we all obey, 

Uncheated of our due, this charm, that glows, < . 

And then turns sweetly pale, as pasrion ebbs and flows. 

CXLV. 

** Above the temple, wh»e the Godhead sits. 

Reason, the Deity and gmde of man. 
In the most lofty seat, as well befits 

The Power, whose sacred office is to span 

All that is working round us, or that can 
Heet us to please, to hann us, or destroy; 

Who hath lus -band of feelings, who may scan 
All that would seek an entrance ; who, aa joy [noy. 

Draws, or pain fright^ seeks, shuns, what chann us or an- 

QXLVI. 

^ There nts the Power upim his higher thrme, 
In a fair palace wrought, when life at first 

In the grand form, where Bund alone is shown. 
The elements of thought and feeling nurst 
From the blank infiint state, tiU Genius burst 

An earthly barriers, and aspir'd to Heaven ;-*• 
He sought to grasp its fire, and he was curst 

By his own daring ; now by fancy driven. 

The victim of belief, he finda a longing given 
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CXLTH. 

« To dweU wHh mgelsj and to fubaon drenntt 
Of glory, goodnem, p«feot tamdj pafc loirc. 

Consummate beauty, in whose gladdemng btams 
We seem exalted to a sense abore 
The common hfe, that <^iUte us;— but we prove 

In all this ecstasy, the tortitfing' filt; 

Of a keen thirst, whose fountatridoth rehiote 

Farther, the mwc wfe seek it ;— siich desire [drier. 

Bums tike tost wretch, who finds, each step^ the desert 

cxixin. 

'< Bfan, in the temperate u«e 6f alTlus powers, 
Is happy : — ^with the simple ft^it and Mream, 

Labour and rest in their altonate hoi^ 
His life is golden, as fond potets di^am 
Of the first age, the Paradiise, d^ th€tno. 

Where the rapt spirit g^atldeflb, aiid rmis wild 
Through dttoti shades, Whdse fi^tagfe wcios the bea»i 

To harden in St* l^d, titrough aUtluit smnM 

In the Elysitti iskss, wheire iUr Wtt eirer mild* *" 

<-< Brushing thft Kghl l^&ves oh Its jbfe^nd way$ 
Borne from tife breaift «ff oces^ Without ;eloud» 

Save such light streaks, as ^ve the setting day 
Its gilded gibfy, Whete the year UNA htfw^A 
With an ««fim)sd httrrfedt, in %'hbse »hro«d 

£arth seem'd a heaven fbr ^€f^, nm homte f&t mto i 
They dream'd <^ all ih<ese phantbnvs, and w^i« 'pt<o#l 

Of their creations, but eold Irmter then 

ghut them tofnaw^Mfr h^am, ittid grorel in the^dea. 
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CI*. 

" Rapture is vaA th« «tai of Man ;t-^ fioiirera 
The acrpeAt Udeahis veaooB* and the atioff 

Of the dread hupeot livi» in 4iife«t.bo«e(rs ; — 
We wen not made I0 v«iid«r on the wln^p. 
But if we fMidd he happf , we muat hn^ 

Our buoy'd hearts to a plain and auople achool i 
We may, as the wUd»T^es their tendrils .flkic»* 

And waste their batsren li£e» o'eiieap all nde» 

And^nap idlligbt^ tin age .our ftuitieaa ar^pur cool. 

<< We would be ^Gods, and we would know all things 

And therefore we know nothiag we>l ; .our thought 
Would lift itsedf upon an eagle's wing8» 

And speed through all that Beity hskh wrought 

And fashion'dby his^fiat, vntU no^ght 
Should be untoavell^d ;--b«t.thc aspiring flame 

Consumes -tiie active mindy and all it sought 
Becomes its torment, for the breatfa of .&me. 
Like a Skocco's blast, wiU* sear and scorohour frame. 

CIA. 

** We seek the^fountaimhead, wheneeiGeidua flowed 
Pure ixom'the breast of 2^ti»<e,*wha>e her stefiam 

Was sparkling as fdae^ cijwbal, and itAfaow'd 
The bright reflection of*the solar.beam. 
Which from the Sun of imnd, thelngh si^reme 

Of moral grace and beauty, and the throae 
(tf majesty ux^l>oiiniled,. took its. theme. 

And in the Muse's morning ^leodour dione. 

As in the dawn of ligtit some anow-capp'd mountain's cone : 
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cnn. 

*' And tre go down the stream of ages, borne 
Through cultur'd fields and deserts, and we take 

All that is pour'd from Plenty'a brimming horn 
Of mind's collected treasures; there we slake 
Our growing thirst, and thus by quenching make 

Burning and wasting our intense desire ; 
We gather burdens, till our spirits ache 

Beneath the weight of our attainments ; higher, 

Bven on the grave's dose brink, our mounting soula aiqpire : 

CUV. 
<^ And then Death comes, which we have hurried on 

By our own longing to escape it ; still 
Hope points the temple we had almost won. 

Its Doric columns crown the lifted hill. 

And the departed great its porches fill. 
And all the springy of Truth at last unlock ; 

Onward we leap to join them, with a will. 
That dies in effort ;^-so fi^om the doom'd rock 
Prometheus saw the sea roll near, his torture's mock. 

CLV. 

<* We are the alayes of Nature,-^8un and cloud 

Brighien and darken,— cold and heat compel 
The spirit to their rule ;— we may be proud. 

That we are Lords of Earth, and greatly tell. 

How elements, obedient to the spell 
Of our high reason, follow where we go : 

'T is a vain pride,— for Glory's upward swell, 
Lifting its tides, like Oceans in their flow. 
Finds in the meanest check full oft its evetthrow. 



J 



CLVI. 
** A breath may qaeU the tempest of a soul. 

Whose gusts blow o'er a continent, and poar 
Madness through nations ; who, as wild seas roll. 

When wind and earthquake dash them on the shore 

To buiy thousands in their rush and roar. 
Where ages had been calm and happy, send 

One host to sweep a feebler host before 
Its brute and causeless rage,—- 4hat life may end 
By the dfisk stagnant air, whose poison doth defend 

CLvn. 

** l^^th a securer bulwark, than the rock 

Crown'd with its iron jaws of death, which speak 

Defiance to the invading wave, and mock 
AU, who,- in their insatiate long^g, seek 
Wider and richer regions, where to wreak 

The lust of a false greatness : — ^in his snows 

The Switzer finds his safeguard ; winds are bleak. 

And earth is barren, but his bosom shows. 

How bard and firmly nerv*d to bear and to expose -. 

CLVin; 

<< And in his damp ckise woods the Carib dwells 
Free, for the pestilence forever spreads 

Its purple folds around him, tiU it swells 
Dire as a Hydra with its hundred heads i 
Where snakes and reptiles batten in their beds^ 

And round the boughs their bloated circles twine ; 
Where the duU air its fatal influence sheds 

In one eternal mist ;— no pure beams shine. 

But all that sleeps below, is rayless as the mine. 

6 
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CLIX. 

** Man would be free, but is his own worst slave ; 

His tyrant is his appetite, — ^he lives 
Calmly in bondage, if he thus can save 

The lust he long hath cherished ; then he ^ves 

His birthright to the pander, and believes 
He hath his surest safety in that power; 

He rests in quiet sloth, he never grieves 
For the high glories of that ancient hour. 
When Hberty sprang forth, and fiercely clum'd her dower. 

CLX. 

•* Base passions are our lords, — and thus we bend 

So silently to those, who let us feed 
On the rank g^bage of low joys ; — ^we send 

Rarely, if ever to the hopes, that breed 

Strength in the heart, and g^ve the mind the speed 
Of a young courser, on Its upward way ; — 

The strong and lofty love the daring deed, — 
Fifee in their own wide circuit, they obey [prey- 

No power but their own might, — ^the weak too are their 

CLXI. 

*« Weakness is vice, — ^man first was bold and strong. 

Prompt to repel all force, to spurn aB rule ; 
He felt his wants, he knew his rights ; that throng 

Of prurient pamper'd appetites, which fool 

The soul of its true being, in the school 
Of reeking cities taught, he had not known ; 

And therefore he was not the flatterer's tool. 
Who gfives the cup of Circe, but alone 
He walk'd erect, a god, and made the earth his own. 
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CLXn. 

** We tell of meekness, — 't is the very cui*sc 

Of our degraded nature ; we are driven 
Close in a crowd, where all mean feelings nurse 

Their blackness, and the feebler thus in heaven. 

Look for the help, that here they find not giveq^ 
And patiently submit to tliose who crush ; 

Fetters so galling had been sternly riven 
By the first upward race ; they would not hush 
Wild nature in their hearts, but spend it in the rusk 

cLxin. 

^ Of a determin'd will ; though now firm laws 

Rear iron walls to hem us darkly in, 
We can be just, and ever in the cause 

Of the first liberty speak in the din 

Of prating slaves, who strive and only win 
New shackles by their toil ; — the few will hate 

The tyrant, and be nobly free within j 
They live in their own world j the mean will wait 
Fawnipg around a lord — such is the doom of fate% 

CJLXIV. 

** It 18 our pride to conqujsr Nature : — Muid 

Is an internal force, that oft can sway 
Things to its great dominion ; 't is design'd. 

As the one balance, which at least can stay 

Awhile the haste of causes, which convey 
All, in their downwai'd flood, to where they mix 

Ag^n in that gireat furnace, where the play 
Of first attractions ever will unfix 
The binding links of life, and send us o'er the Styx 
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CLXV. 

*< To wuider through ten thousand changes, where 

All first \m gross and hateiiil, till we rise 
From the rank putrid heap, to spread in air 

New forms, that veil at first their energies. 

But as the tireless wing of Being flies 
Hasting forever onward, they grow pure. 

And spread new beauty to the admiring eyes 
Of the pleas'd Earth, and silently allure 
To taste their fleeting charms, too lovely to endure. 

CLXVI. 

'< Why was the sense of Beauty lent to Man, 

The feeling of fine forms, the taste of soul. 
That speaks from eye and lip, and thus vnU fan 

Love in the young beholder ? Why the whole 

Waste of creation sweetly can control 
The fixM heart to devotion ? Why hath Night 

So many gulden eyes ? Why is the roll 
Of Nature so accordant, when a blight 
Withers our very lives, and pmsons all defight f 

cLxvn. 

•* Why are we not like Nature ever new. 
Freshening with every season ? It is pain 

To gaze, when sick and wasted, on the blue 
Arching as purely o'er us, and the stain 
Of the curl'd clouds, that gather in the train. 

Which the low Sun makes glorious with his smile r 
To see the light Spring weave her rosy chain 

And sow her pearls, no longer can beguile. 

When age, and want, and tan our nnking hearts defile. 
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CLXVIU. 
** Yoath U the season, when we must enjoy. 

If we would know the sweets of life ; the mind 
Is then pure feeling, for no base alloy 

Of gain hath blended with the ore refin'd 

By the wise hand of Nature, who designed 
The beautiful years to be alone the time, 

When we can fondly love, and loving find 
hi the ador'd the same glad passion chime. 
As if two spirits met in one most tuneful rhyme. 

CLXIX. 

•* O ! there are eyes that have a language, — sweet 

Comes their soft music round us, till the air 
Is one intensest melody,-— we beat 

Through every pulse, as if a spring were there 

To buoy us into upper worlds, and bear 
Our fond hearts with link'd arms, on wliitest wings, 

To a far island, where we two may share 
Eternal looks, such as the live eye flings 
When it collects all fire, and as it blesses, stings. 

CLXX. 

" O \ could we stop, at this glad hour, the wheels 

Of Time, and make this point Btemity ; 
Could check that onward flight, which ever steals 

Hues, forms, and* soul, as the twin'd colours flee^ 

Which are above the seven-fold Harmony, 
Whose perfect concord meets in the soft light. 

That sits upon a wave of clouds — a sea 

Of rolling vapour, pearl'd and purely white, 

That as a curtain hangs the pale-lit throne of Night : 

6^ 
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CLKXI. 

" O ! could we dwell m rapture thus forever. 
Hearts burning' with a high empyreal flamey 

Whose blended cones no reckless storm could sever. 
But they should tremble upward, till the same 
Fine point of centred heat should ever aim 

Higher and higher to the perfect glow ; 
As Dante saw from that celestial Dame, 

Once lov'd, now worshrpp'd, Heavien's own splendors flow. 

And gather in her smile, that look'd so cahli beiew. 

cLXxn. 

" It is not in us, — we were fashionM here 
For a more tranquil feeling, such sus home 

Sheds on two hearts, whose ti%ie and lasting sphere 
Is round the holy hearth ; — ^hearts do not roam. 
When they are pledg'd by the young shoots, that cotne. 

Like the g^een root-twigs, sweetly to renew 
Our life in their dear lives, which are the sum 

Of all our after being, where we view [thnmgfi. 

Heaven, as the souFs fond smile those rose-lips trerobJeft 

cLxxm. 

" O ! had I one on whom to fix my heart. 
To sit beside me when my thoughts are sad, 

And with her tender playfulness impart 

Some of her pure joy to me ; in whose glad 
Up-gazing eyes, the love, that once I had. 

Might find its lesser image form'd complete 
In all its mellow mildness ; — ^we grow mad 

In dwelling on ideal woes, — we meet 

Those lov*d look* in their smile, and mind regains its seat. 
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CSLXXIV. 

" And as those blue eyes on the caovAss throw 
Their wateiy i^lances to me, where the tear 

Seems gathering to a starry drop, to flow 
Down the soft damask of her cheek, I hear 
From her mov'd lips, a voice salute my ear. 

That was so kind and so confiding ;-~pain» 

Which once did throb within me, now doth veer 

To a cahn stillness ; the delirious brain 

Seems by cool drops renew'd to life's young bliss agiun. 

ctxsy, 

^* And I would then that pictured form could talk 
Of hours, that once were happy in the round 

Of thought still growing, as at each new walk. 
With deeper hue the early bud is found. 
Till it unfold its leaves, and scatter round 

Its purest incense ; — so our life steals by 

Catching new loves and hopes, which, closely wound 

With every blended thought and wish, will try 

The heart to its last throb, wheii lov'd ones leave or die. 

CLXXVI. 

** But there is one affection, which no stain 

Of earth can ever darken, when two find. 
The softer and the manlier, that a chain 

Of kindred taste hath fasten'd mind to mind i^- 

T is an attraction firom all sense refin'd. 
Not purer shone the sky-born vestal fire ; 

The g^od can only know it ; 't is not blind. 
As love is, unto baseness ; — ^its desire 
Is, but iidth hands intwin'd to lift our being higher. 
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CLXXVU. 

" *t 18 like the twine of hearts from infancy 

Beneath the same roof, who have kindly shown 
AU the fond aids of childhood ; — such we see 

In minds, that have one sympathy, alone. 

That answer to each other, as the tone 
Of woman's voi«e to the deep sounds, that flow 

From the fit organ tubes more grandly blown ; 
With a dissolving concord blended so. 
On through the waste of life those happy spirits go» 

CLXxvra. 

<^ life is to them in its revolving years 

One round of fragrance, one parterre of flowers ; 

There is a very blessing in tlieir tears. 
They are, as to the Earth the first Spring showers. 
When waken'd by the music of the hours, 

All loose their wintery bonds, and leap in air. 
When up the mountain, which a forest towers, 

The busy hands of life their colours bear 

Barkening the yellow tint, till one deep green is there 

CLXXIX. 

" There is a very blessing in their tears. 

Their fountain is in purity, they weU 
In a clean heart, whose fondness more endears. 

Than all the forms and blended tints, that dwell 

On a first master's canvass, and compel 
Worship unto that miracle of skill. 

Which can at once create, as with a. spell. 
On the blank sheet, such things of life, as fiU 
The gazer with mute awe, and bend the sterner will. 
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CLXXX. 

'* There is a very blessing In their tears, 
Tor while they flow in happiness, they heal 

Wounds, that bleed deep in other hearts ; — Grief heafs, 
With a sweet sense of gladness, tones that feel 
The sorrow, they would comfort : we may steel. 

In our despair, our hearts to all, who lend 
Kindness to those, who suffer; but the seal 

Of our shut tears is broken, when a friend 

Weeps with us all our woes, and then our sorrows end. 

CLXXXI. 

** And we weep on and smile, the cloud gives way, 

And a new light comes trembling through its shade ; 
We weep, till all our grief is gone, and day 

Again is pure above us ; — ^thus we aid 

One in another's evUs, which were made 
Partly to bind more feelingly the chain. 

That links existence ; — we are doubly paid 
By our own calm from tears, and by the pain. 
Which we have gently heal'd, and made it bliss again. 

CLXXxn. 

** I turn me back, and find a barren waste 

Joyless and rayless ; a few spots are there, 
Where briefly it was granted me to taste 

The tenderness of youthful love, and share 

In the fond mutual sympathy, the care 
Of those on whom our full affections rest : 

I dream'd, or it was real ; but in air 
The charm was broken ; it was mine to test 
With A long pang how dark and cold the rifled breast. 
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CLXXXUI. 

*' There was a madness in the feelingp, fire 

Seem'd to rush through my whirling brain, one stream 
Bath'd it in torture : thought could never tire 

In painting aU, that I could shape or dream 

 Of years of mingled joys, till one supreme 
And perfect sense of glory fiU'd me : light 

Was in my life — a moment ; then the beam 
Sunk, and a sudden rush of tenfold night 
Chill'd me to my heart's core j all being seem'd one blight. 

CLXXXIV. 

** And then that deep intensity of pain ; — 
I could have press'd my forehead with the weight 

Of a whole world, and yet my tlirobbing brain 
Bounded beneath my strain'd hand : all seem'd hate 
And leering scorn around me ; tjrrant fate 

Methougbt had stamp'd me for eternal woe ; 
There was no cool soft dew shed to abate 

The fever of despair; — tears could not flow. 

But with another's tears, and then I melted so, 

<< As the dqom'd wretch, who on the scaffold hears 

Pardon : — at first he gazes wildly round. 
And mocks the offer ; hope is lost in fears^ 

But as he drinks renew'd the silver sound. 

With such intensest joy his heart-strings bound. 
It is too keen, too deadening : — ^tears first start 

Few to his swimming eyes, but he has found 
Freshness in those scant drops, and then his heart 
Flows, and his melting frame in every gush takes part. 
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CLXXXVI. 

** I wept and I was cahn ; as when at night. 

After a stormy day, the sky turns clear, 
And all the world of stars are doubly bright, 

« 

As the cloud sails away, and the wide sphere 

Swells darkly pure behind it, till it near 
The orb, that rules the still hours, then its fold 

Whitens and shines impeaii'd, and then we hear 
The cock crow, as the silver planet roll'd 
On the unshaded heaven, makes all things bright, but cold. 

cxxxvn. 

" The earth,' that sleeps below in silence, seems 
Spxinkled with light, for each clear drop of rain. 

That bends the leaves, and grass, and clos*d flowers, teems 
With her mild lustre ; — now she casts a stain 
On the white clouds behind her, not in vain. 

Bending athwart their curls the breded bow ; 
And as the north-wind whispers o*er the plain. 

The drops, that fell Mrith such a silent flow. 

Harden to fretted frost, and whiten all below. 

CLxxxvni. 

" It is one land of loveliness,— but chill 

Comes the pale landscape o'er me, — ^not a tread 

Disturbs the cahn, — ^the lone tree on the hill 
Waves in its frosted foliag^-^fountains fed 
From earth's warm bosom, as they kiss it, shed 

A fresh green o'er the meadow-grass, alone 
Living amid a world, that lies as dead 

In a pale corpse-like beauty, while a zone 

^>f a most tender tint, round all that is seems thrown. * 
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ChXXKlX, 

" Such was calm, that brooded o'er my heart. 

Silent but cold ; — I wonder'd, and I grew 
Tranquil, though but a moment i — as a dart 

Leaps on the lurking deer, who wildly flew. 

Seeking the woodland covert, as they blew 
The maddening horn behind him, so there came. 

Through my hot brain, to madden me anew* 
The same wild thoughts, which soon were blown to flame. 
Till one convulsive throb ran quivering through my frame. 

cxc. 

« And then I thought of death, I sternly rush'd 
To the steep brink, and ey'd the depth below ; 

I stood pois'd for the plunge, my forehead flush'd 
With the hot pain within me, seem'd to glow^ 
On the cool wave ; — with a last parting throe 

I yielded up my being, but a thought 

Check'd me, I might not perish, — some sure blow. 

That would end all at once, such death I sought. 

To wither in one breath, then go where all is nought. 

CXCI. 

" Again I ateel'd me, and the flashing tip 

Of a sharp dagger met my bounding breast ; 
It seem'd with drops of living blood to drip. 

Already on the seat of life *t was prest. 

And I was sinking to eternal rest. 
When a loud voice seem'd yeUing, " Madman, stay ! 

Bear with a sterner will the stem behest 
Of fate ;" I threw the shining dirk away, 
AnjJ^'ith a deep wild gi'oan I hasted to obey. , 
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cxcir. 

** My heart seem'd harden'd from that very hour,''*' 
Feelings was deadenM in it, — ^smiles and tears 

Were gone forever, — friendship liad no power 
To give me comfort,-^all that so endears 
In the fair iWce of woman, hopes and fears 

That have in her their fountain, all had fled; 
But life had g^wn etemftl,' countless years 

At once had ftown, a wider being spread 

Dsrk, nlenty dim around,*-! wander'd with the dead; 

cxcm. 

** And coldly I five on, and will live on. 

Till life hath ceas'd to torture, and the grave 

Hides me from man» and that long home is won. 
Which welcomes us to quench us, or to save 
From all that sinks us here ; — O ! I could brave 

Hell and its fires, if with it streng^ would g^w ; 
There is no pain like weakness, — Justice g^ve 

No keener rack than tfais^ to live and know, [throw. 

Weak, SGom'd^ that our own hand had wrought our over- 

cxcrv. 

** Well, let the world pass on ;— I stand unmov'd 

In all its uproar, — all, it hath of good. 
Is now tum'd poison,-— those, I fondly I6v*d> 

Have died or hate me, — as the tempter stood 

In Eden, nursing in his heart a brood 
Of all dark passions, so I look on life ; 

I find no charm without, my only food 
Of thought is in the keen and quenchless strife, ^ 

I wrestie wi^ despair, where aU'of ill is life. 

7 
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cxcv. 

But evil it my jrood / — I cannot turn 
Back to renew the fresfaness of young dajs. 

Talk not to me of penitence^ — ^X spurn 
The weakness of the stooping wretch, whopa)»' 
Awe to the hand that crushes him, and lays 

The weig'ht of such <busteRce on his soul ^ 
I ask'd not to have being, nor to raise 

My life from out the brute and senseless whole. 

Which ever sleeps the same, though years and ages roll. 

CXCVI. 

We must submit or die ; — ^If all would end 

With the last twinkling of this lamp — ^why, welL 

I could bear on^^ — ^but thought will sometimes send 
Questions across the dark dread gulf, where dwell 
All wild and formless visions,-~'t is the heU 

That kindles vnth. its fires the doubting brain ; 
It may be, — and those few short words will tell 

BSLcks to the lingering heart, that longs in vain 

To find some calm retreat to quell its raging pain. 

cxcvn. 

There is, they say, a bending form of love. 
Who spreads his dove-wingps over ua, and bears 

The wearied in his gentle arms above 
All earth has to assail us, sorrows, cares* 
Toil, and disease, and want, till cool sweet aixs 

Breathe odours &om the never-fading flowers^ 

That grow in Heaven ; where peace eternal wears 

T^e same undying smile, and as the hours 

S(teal nlently along, descends in balmy show^ra. 
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cxcvni. 

'T is a fond fency ; — some may find it sweet, 

Full of all happy visions, — lAfe will seem 
Bliss in their upward lon^ngs, — ^there they meet 

-All their -once lov'd ones heightened, — such a dream 

Heals many a broken heart, and then they deem 
AH is one light around them : let them bend 

Deep o'er their long devotion, — ^let the theme 
Of all their words be, of the one Oreat Friend, 
"Who saves them from all pain, and bids all sorrows end* ' 

CXCIX. 
** *T is not for me, — ^I am of steraer mould ; 

I must live on in my own heart, and find 
Strength to sustain — ^by thought ; my only hold 

Is on that unbent energy of mind. 

Which, as the storm beats harder on, will bind 
Closer its will around it, -and endure; 

Which cdtiuns aU concord with its own base kind. 
Where it forever totters, but grows pure 
And firm in solitude, which is its only cure* 

CC. 
**i will not look on Nature, — ^^t is too fair, 

And hath too much of beauty, when it lies 
Spread in the sunlight ;•— we must hate, or share 

In the same being ; — ^when the clouded skies 

In one black Iront of coming tempest rise. 
And bear their rolling waves in torrents on, 

Ttken I can wander forth, and lift my eyes 
With a wild sense of power, — the hollow moan 
Of the fiur mountain winds hath munc in its tune. ' 
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CCI. 

'< I must make home in darkness, — ^I can ait 

Days on the sunward rocks, that crown the peak 
Of a lon^ Alpine wave, — such things hefit 

The soul collected in its migiit to seek 

Food in the desert ; — as the raven's beak 
Bore life unto the lonely man, so I 

Feed on the darkest forms, and proudly wreak 
My wrath on Nature, who hath bent the sky 
So glorious and so vast, round such as crawl and die. 

ecu. 

" The sense of fair and lofty — this will wring 

The form, that finds itself in cold decay. 
Hateful to those we lov'd, and thus we fling 

The wooing Beauty from us, and array 

All in a shroud : we cast all hope away. 
As a fond thing to cheat the in&nt ; pride 

Comes where ambition fled, and when the gay 
And lovely from our dark looks turn aside 
Abhorrent and in fear, our part is to deride. 

CCffl. 
**^We have gone through the dusk of death, and known 

All the grave hath of horrors ; we have seen 
Each separate form of psdn, have heard the groan. 

And the loud maniac laugh ; we too have been 

Partakers in tliese torments, and have then 
Come out to be the scomer, and to wear 

One broad cold sneer ; — we have no part with mei|y 
But like a leering devil we must bear 
*Froud on our upcurl'd lips, the scoff that trembles there^ 
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CCIV. 
*' 'We now can smile, and feel at heart a hell— • 

*T is a blue meteor on a cloud, that brings 
Plague o'er a sleeping earth, and tolls the knell 

Of a lost land, and scatters from its wings 

Big drops of venom ; — such the smile, hate wrings 
From the cnish'd heart, that hardened as it bore ; — 

So' I must live, and look on men as things. 
That are my bane ; — so hide in my heart's core 
The grief I cannot tell, till life's poor dream is o'er. 

ccv. 

" Then be my spirit firm ; — the storm may iiiah 
In all its rage around me, — clouds may rciKi 

Their gloom in one broad flash, and in one gush 
Pour their wide deluge o'er me, — Earth may send 
Swarms of all ills and plagues ; — they shall not bend 

My soul from its fix'd bearing : — ^here on high. 
Where the rude rocks, and snows eternal lend 

Bulwarks to my retreat, and the cletu: sky 

Lifls over me its roof— I sternly sit and die." 

CCVI. 

»T is the wild rage of madness, thus to send 

Defiance unto nature, thus to build 
A wall of scorpiiyiSj cherishing a fiend 

Within a hiunan bosom, sternly will'd 
. To be the common jfoe, and darkly fiU'd 
AVith all that form the worst of passions — ^hate, 

Till eveiy warning voice within is still'd. 
And all is nerv'd to meet the doom of fate. 
As if man stood alone without a lord or mat« ^ 

7* 
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to 

ccvn. 

Ab if these feeble bodies had the power 

To battle with the elements, to stand 
Sole, as an oak, to whom the wintery shower 

And summer dew fall like ; — ^no heart is maiin'd. 

Or fenc*d in iron, that the icy hand 
Of want may not subdue it, and compel 

The boldest daring to its stem command ; 
*T is the relentless tyrant of a hell. 
In whose cold sordid dens the heart turns hard and lell. 

ccYin. 

ttan is a very in&nt, when alone ; — 

The desert, and the forest, and the sea 
Lifting its boundless brine, and with a zone 

Of azure clasping earth — Man cannot be, 

Lost in their barren silence, firm and free,— 
Nature will lift her voice, and bend him low ; 

Thirst, hunger, fear, and madness, like the tree 
Whose dew is death, a chilling shade will throw. 
Where the heart kindles not with a fond social glow. 

CCIX. 

Then farewell Solitude ! where hate is nurs'd. 
And doubt is cherish'd ; — ^I would rend away 

The Unks that bind my spirit there, and burst 
From my dark cell of silence into day. 
And cUmb with tireless hand my upward way, 

Where all, who wield the hearts of men, have trod ; 
Honour and love are there, and these repay 

For the dull cares and toils, wherein we plod, — 

They have a spell to charm the slave, who turns the clod. 



> J 
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ccx. 

Why mount the hig^her track, that leads to fame f 

"Why seek to twine a halo round thy brow ? 
Can the wide echo of a bnuted name 

Stifle the cry of vulgar want, when tho6 

Art in the ruder conflict forc'd to bow 
To the hard insolence of common men ? 

Better have dug tlie earth or steer'd the prow. 
Than gain the heights which few can gain, and then 
Drudge in the sordid path, where meaner minds have been, 

CCXI. 

And wherefore doubt ? Belief is doubly dear. 
When truth haa never drawn aside the veil. 

That hides the laws of nature ; — all who fear. 
Will find a hope— «ne voice can ill avail 
Amid the cry of thousands — we must quail 

Submisnve to the common creed« or die. 

Should fortune waft not with a flattering gale. 

And send, the gilded bark in triumph by, — 

They can do all, who daze with pomp the vulgar eye. 

CCXII. 

^y work is ended, — I have gain'd the shore, 

Whose flowers are fancy, and whose fruits deceit i 

And I have furl'd my sail to try no more 
The gentle breath of favour, nor to beat 
With adverse gales, nor where the wild winds meet 

On the contending waters ; Youth's quick swell 
Is sunk to manhood's calm, and now my feet 

Must take 9. weary pilgrimage, and tell. 

On through the waste of age, to all I lov'd — iarew«Q 
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I 



THE VOICE OF LOVE 

£?l parlor di dolcezza e di aatute, Pstiii.bga 



THERE is a voice, and there is only one. 
Thrilling my bosom, as if tun'd on higfh 
Amid the spheres revolving^ round die sky. 
Whose roll is tempered to the sweetest tone;. 
Whose blended harmonies are heard at nigbt. 
Now falling distant, now ascending nigh. 
And with the saffron burst of dawning light. 
Peal like the long loud clarion swell of light. 
When columns in the deadly charge rush by. 
As sweet, but fainter; of as clear a note. 
Yet soften'd into ealmness, is that sound 
Whose tones in recollection round me float. 
Seeming to steal from some enchanted g^und. 
Giving the present to oblivion, throwing 
Lightly around, in all its beauty glowing. 
The pictured veil, that gave my early days 
A coming Eden, whose serene delight 
Shone with a pageant more intensely bright. 
Than all the ever-changing pomp, that plays 
On Iris, when she waves her wings in flight. 
.So bright the tints, when first the vision shone, 
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RoUing its lofty arch o'er all below, 
From peak to mountain peak in glory thrown, 
Resting its pillars on their icy zone, 
Where^ myriad streams of liquid amber flow. 
When the low sun, emerging from the stormi 
Hangs broad and fiery on the g^ded wave. 
That prouder swells around the godlike form. 
Who sinkj^ a conqueror, setting in his grave. 
Such were the dazzhng tints, when first they threw 
Enchantment on the yet uncheated eye. 
Feeding upon the beautiful and new 
With aU the keen delight of ecstasy ; 
But such they were not evjr — as the bow 
Grows fainter, when the setting Sun retires. 
And clouds and peaks no longer in his fires. 
Lift round the burning west their ma^c show. 
Wherein the waving summit, crown'd with gold. 
Seems like a flash suspended on its path. 
And festoon'd light around ^e tempest rollM, 
The smile of beauty on the brow of wrath— 
These fade away, when Night assumes her reign. 
Or only sicken in her paler beams. 
That mark with silver lines the hill and plain. 
Along the still meandering of streams — 
So Life, when novelty has gone, and youth 
Flitted on silent wings of down away. 
When now the clear and steady torch of truth 
Shows it, a moment's pride, a long decay- 
So life g^ows pale and cold, and chillness creeps.. 
Through the crushM heart, elate and full before j 
So Glory on his broken falchion sleeps, 
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« 

iCbr Ix>Ye can fire, nor beauty madden more.— 
0! in that night of feeling, still one tone 
Comes through the silent watches, low and sweet. 
And hours of liappiness forever flown, 
Are thronging round, and youthful pulses beat ; ^ 
A fountain of deep love the heart uncloses, 
And all its purest tides are flowing o'er. 
And memory, from the cell where she reposes, 
Bnngs out her fsdrest and her choicest store- 
Fancied or real, still that voice is flinging 
Its sweetness on the desert winds, and all 
The seraph choirs of heaven are round me singing, 
So loud and clear the tones ; and now they fall. 
And as they die in languishment away. 
Stealing to some far distant world above, 
Methinks I hear a well-known accent say, 
" Follow me — 't is the voice of her you love." 



THE WANDBBING SPHttT 

there's a voice that is heard in the depth of the sky. 

Where nothing is seen, but the blue-tinted heaven; 

That voice with the wind rolls its mellowness by. 

And a few notes alone to our fond ears are given : 

The spirit, who sings it, still hastens away. 

He is doom'd round the wide earth for ever to roam. 

He may settle a moment, but never wiU stay. 

For he ne'er found, and never will find here a home. 
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There is gfief in ihs yoice, a» it comes tiivoi^h the Air, ' 
like the low-moaning wind in the calmness of Ev^n, 
Or the tone, as we dream^ of the angels, who bear 
The pure soul, that rises to mingle with Heaven ; 
It was clear, when it first came, but quickly ^^^ 
It murmur'd and died, like the wave on the shore. 
When the mariner hails the benevolent star. 
That rises and smiles, and the tempest is o'er. 

O ! that voice is the dirge, that for ever is sung 
O'er the wreck and the ruin. of beauty and love. 
But in ears that are deaf, is its melody flung. 
There are none^ who will listen, but pure ones above : 
O ! Earth is no place for the spirit, who feels 
Every wound of the heart with the pang of despair, 
He will mourn and be never at home, till he steals 
To the skies, and the bright world, that welcomes him 
there. 



MENTAL BEAUTY 

beUezxe 

Piu eh*n jpaea mortal soavi e liete, Pethuica 

BEAUTY has gone, but yet her mind is still 
As beautiful as ever ; still the play 
Of light around her lips has every charm 
Of childhood in its freshness ; Love has there 
Stamp'd his unfading impress, and the hues 
Of fancy shine around her, as the Sun 
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Gilds at his setting some decaying tower, 
With feathered moss and ivy overgrown. 
I knew her in the dawning of her charms, 
When the new rose first open'd, and its sweets 
No ^nd had wasted : — ^She was of those forms 
ApeDes might have painted for the Queen 
Of loveliness and love, — flight as the fays 

» • • • 

Dancing on glimmering dew-drops, when the moon 
Rides in her silver softness, and the world 
Is calm and brightly beautiful below. 
She was all mildness, and the melting tone 
Of her sweet voice thrilVd me, and seem'd to flow 
Into my sou( a stream* of melody, 
Delicious in its mellowness ; it spake 
A heart at ease— and then the quiet smile ... 

Sat playing on her lips, that pouting spread 
Their vermil freshness forth, as if to ask 
The kiss of him she smil'd on. In her eye 
Gentleness had its dwelling, and light iGrth 
Gdanc'd out in sudden flashes, and keen Wit 
Shot arrows which delighted, while they stung. 
She was a young Medusa, ere she knew 
The enl of a world that watch*d to blast 
Her loveliness, and make it terrible ; 
Striking a dead cold horror on the heart 
Of him, who saw the fairest of all things, 
A lovely woman, made the common prey 
Of lawless pasnon— but it touch'd not bsr : 
No mist breath'd o'er her brightness ; but the pure 
Full light of virtue rested there, and shed 
New lustre on the light that ever came 
Througjh her transparent features, and reveal'd 

8 
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Each movement of the soul that swell'd within : 
And they were all of heaven — such higfh desires 
As angels had been proud of— pure as light 
In its primeval fountain, ere it flow'd 
To ming'le with the dements, and lose 
Its perfect clearness. She was as a floorer 
New open'd in a valley, where no foot 
Had trodden, and no living thing had left 
Print of the world's pollution : — There she blew 
Fragrant and lovely, and a. parent's hand 
Shielded her from the winds that blast, or bring 
Poison upon their wings, and taint the heart 
Lefl open to their influence. Shielded there 
She ripen'd all her treasures, and became 
Full-blown and rich in her maturity ; 
The dwelling of a spirit, not of earth. 
But ever mingling with the pure and high 
Conceptions of a soul that spreads its wings 
To fly where lifind, when boldest, dar'd to soar. 
And though the form has withered, and the bloom 
Has faded, she is lovely ; for the sounds 
That issue from her lips, and flow around 
In liquid eloquence, are oracles 
Of more than ancient wisdom, or they speak 
Portions of that full hjrmn of Poesy, 
Which ever rises when a mind on fire 
Blends with the majesty of outward things ; 
And with the glories of a boundless heaven. 
And a rich earth, and ever-rolling sea 
Communing,, swells to that ineffable 
Fruition, which in hope will never end. 
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O K02M0S 
Omnia mutaniur, nihil interit. Ovn». 

THB world is thrown around us as a veil* 

To dim the searching' of the spirit's eye 

Through all the fair variety, that lies 

In undiscovered majesty, beyond 

The canopy of light and beauty, roll'd 

In pure and awful distance, o'er the throne, 

On which the Universal Being dwells 

Alone amid his wonders* — Time goes on 

In its eternal ori[>it, and compels. 

As with a boundless torrent, all that move 

Nearer its consummation. — Ail things change ; 

As in the tranquil mirror of a lake. 

When Day has clos'd his portals, and his light 

Softly retiring throws upon the cloud 

Its fairest glances, and in pictured pomp 

Unrols a mag^c curtsdn round his seat 

Of glory on the mountain tops, and bends 

An iris arch above him ; — as that cloud 

Sailing before the ministers, who bear 

The message of the mighty One abroad 

O'er continent and ocean, with a voice' 

Now melting in a whisper, and now loud 

As waves, that meet around a mid-sea crag. 

And lash it in their fury, — as that cloud 

Floats o'er the clear 4eep water, till the sky. 

That swells within its bosom, seems on fire 

With quickly coming flariies of bright hues 



Bom of the beun of ether* and unstam'd 
With aught of earthly tincture, — all below 
In the calm depths of purity, flit by 
like doves along the north wind, when they seek 
The softness, and the sweetness, and the Ught 
And warmth of Spring unfading, on the shores, 
Where ever bloom the orange and the lime> . 
And fruits are ever hanging wreath'd in flowers. 
And glancing out intensely, from the dark 
Full-tufted verdure, whose unwasting shade 
Hath ever spread abroad a sacred gloom 
Above the temple of the sylvan Powers. 

So all things change, and yet are all the same ': 
And He, whose eye looks fortb, and measures all. 
As we behold the full moon| when she hangs 
Mantled in palest tenderness, and weeps 
Tears on the sleeping landscape, till the hills, 
And plains, and meadows, catch her tender light. 
And softly send it on the musing eye 
In inflnite reflections, — when we dream 
Of oceans rolling on her spotted orb. 
And island crown'd in beauty, and of fires 
Lit on her volcan summits, till we trace. 
On a bright' map, a world for spirits, where 
live the light forms, that fancy oft at night 
Sees floating on the moon-beams, or at sail 
High on the fleecy vapour, as it rolls 
Its foam above the mountains, — whence they come, 
As angels came on messages of peace. 
To whisper consolation, or convey 
The wishes of a pure a^d humble heart 
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Unto the Umvenal eiov where all 
May speaky and feel a kind reply descend 
In words of gentlenessiy as ereiun^^ dews 
Melt on the silent landscape, and it smiles :*- 
So the AH-seeing^ eye, whose viewless seat 
Is shroaded in infinitude, be3rond 
The flamkip walls, that gird creation in,«~ 
So the All-seeing eye looks forth, oAd blends 
The world of suns and satellites, that sweep 
O'er the broad path of ages, in one orb 
Hung in the centre of immensity. 
And from the solemn md, wherein he dwells. 
Contemplates all existence, as & point 
Twinkling amid the gktty that inshroads 
His throne, as with a mantle of dim shade. 
And from the eye of sense conceals the flame, 
Prom whose exhaustless fount all being rose. 



RUINS 

Tempus edax rerum, tuques invidiosa vetutttUy 
Omnia deatntitis : — Ovid. 

BARTH is a waste of ruins ; — so I deemed, 
"When the broad sun was nnking in the sea 
Of sand, that roU'd around Pahnyra. Night 
Shared with the dying day a lonely sky. 
The canopy of regions void of life. 
And still as one interminable tomb. 
The shadows gatherM on the desert, dark 

8» 
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And darker, tilt alone one purple arch 

Mark'd the far place of setting. All above 

Was purely azure, for no moon in heaven 

Walk'd in her brig^htness^ and with snowy Hg^ht 

Soften'd the deep intensity, that gave 

Such awe unto the blue serenity 

Of the high throne of gtxls, the dwelfing-place . 

Of suns and stars, which are to us as gods. 

The fountains of existence and the seat 

Of all we dream of gloiy. Dim and vast 

The ruins stood around me,— 'temples, ianes. 

Where the bright sun was worshipp'd, where they gave 

Homage to him, who frowns in storms, and rolls 

The desert like an ocean, where they bow'd 

Unto the queen of beauty, she in heaven. 

Who gives the night its loveliness, and smiles 

Serenely on the drifted waste, and lends 

A silver softness to the ridgy wave. 

Where the dark Arab sojourns, and with tales 

Of love and beauty wears the tranquil night 

In poetiy away ; her light the while 

FalHng upon him, as a spirit falls. 

Dovelike or curling down in flame, a star 

SparkUng amid his flowing locks, or dews 

That melt in gold, and steal into the heart. 

Making it one enthusiastic glow. 

As if the God were present, and his voice 

Spake on the eloquent lips, that pour abroad 

A gush of inspiration — ^bright as waves 

Swelling around Aurora's car, intensev. 

With passion as the fire, that ever flows 
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la feiintains on the Caspiftn shore, and fuU 
As the wid.e*it4Iinp majesty of NUe. 

Over these temples of an age (^ wild 
And dark belief, and yet magnificent 
In all that strikes the senses,— 4>eanttlul 
In the fiur forms they knelt to, and the domes 
And pillars which uprear'd them,— full of life 
In their poetic festivals, when youth 
Gave loose to all its energy, in dance. 
And song, and every charm the fiaady weaves 
In the soft twine of cultnr'd speech, attun'd 
In perfect concord to the fiill*ton'd l3rre{— 
When nations gathered to behold the pomp. 
That issued from the hallowed shrine in choiis 
Of youths, who bounded to the minstrelsy 
Of tender v<Hce8, and all instruments 
Of ancient harmony,— in solemn trains 
Bearing the votive offerings, flowing horns 
Of plenty wresthM with flowers, and gudiing o'er 
With the ripe clusters of the purple vine. 
The violet' of the fig, the scarlet flush 
Of.granate8 peeping from the parted rind. 
The citron shining through its glossy leaves 
In bumish'd g^ld, the carmine veil^ in down, 
Like mountain snow, on which the Eving stream 
Tlow'd fix>m, Astarte's minion, all that hang 
In eastern gardens blended/— whMe the sheaf 
Nods with its loaded ears, and brimming bowls 
Foam with the kindling element, the joy 
Of banquet, and the nectar that inspires 
Man with the glories of a heightened power 
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To feel the tooeb cCbeai^if tmi ^OBBbmm 
The scatter'd fonns o£^hg«»e%, tiahig^ 
Bises a magic vinai^ Ideadipg; «tt 
Thftt we hare seen e€floffy» anclib^aadaew 
Assembled Greece to w(«riup» nhmt Hk^Siam, 
l¥ho gs.ther'd all il» kn^elinais^ »«stt 
Dewy and Uushingf Awn the pMcntfoaoi 
Than wluch her tint w«frfiur«r; and with hand 
That seem'd of Uving^oMatl^ p«ted back 
Her raren loeks^ and upwaml look'd to Heaveiw 
Smiling to see att listtfe bsigki aod caha.i— 
Over these tem pte s» whose luBg eokumadea 
Are parted bj thia hMid of tisse, and fiJi 
Pillar by piUar, Uoek b^Uoeli^ sad stiow 
The ground m shspote as -wMSy night descends 
Unmingled, and the maay stars shoot through 
The gaps of broken IHiHs^ and glance between 
The shafts of totteiing oohaniMi^ marking avft 
Obscurely on thte dark bine 8k^» thefofm- 
Of desolation, who haih made.these.piles 
Her home, and sitting with her folded wings^ 
Wraps in her dusty robe the skeletons 
Of a once countless mttltitttdie, whose-toii 
Rear'd palaces and iheatees^ sad brought 
All thefstpfomaofCSffaaanaxt^ tagire 
C^ory unto an islanc^ gjit with sands 
As barren as the oeea% where &e grave 
And stately Done mark'd the solenuv faae» 
Where wisdom dwelt, and on the fiiiver Irvine 
Of beauty sprangtho iightlooian wrcathM 
With a soft volute^ whose itef»lioi1|f 



Becomes the 4ei^ of love^atesSy 
Who with her snowy mantle, «ad her ajone 
Woven with all attractions, and her loc^ 
Flowing as nature bade them flow, compels 
The sterner Powers t» hang upon her smUes. 
And there the grand Ckniathiui lifted fai^ 
Its flowery capitid, to cnnm the poKh, 
Where sat the sovereign of their hienqchy. 
The monarch arra'd xinth terror, whose cuiiM locks 
Shaded a biowof thought a^d firm resolve, — 
Whose eye, deep sunk, shot out its central fires, 
To blast and wither all who dar'd oon&ont 
The gaze of highest power ; — so sat their kings 
Inshrin'd in palaces, and when they came 
Thundering on th^ triumphal cars, all bright 
With diadem of gold, and purple robe 
Flashing with gems, before thdff rushing train 
Moving in serried columns fenc'd in steel. 
The herd of slaves obsequious sought the dust. 
And gaz'd not as the mystic pomp rcdlM by.— > 
Such were thy monarchs^ Tadmor ! nom thy stKets 
Are silent, and thy walls o'erthrown»— no voice 
Speaks through the long dim night of yeaxs, to t^ 
Tbese were once peopled dwelMnga$ — I could dream. 
Some sorcecer in his moon-Ught wanderings, rear'd 
These wonders in an hour of sport, to mock 
The stranger with the show of hfe^ and send 
Thought through the mist of i^s, in the seanch 
Of nations who are now no m<M«, who livM 
JSrst in the pride <^emph!e, mFd-awl sway'd 
Millions in their fupienwcy, and tailed - 



To pile these monuments of wealth and skill, 

Tliat here the wandering* tribe mi^t pitch its tents 

Securer in their empty courts, and we. 

Who have the sense of greatness, low might kneel 

To ancient mind, and gather from the torn 

And scatter'd fragments, visions of the power, 

And splendour, and sublimity of o]d. 

Mocking the grandest canopy of heaven. 

And imaging the pomp of Gods below. 



MARIA 

THE VILLAGE GIRL 

Mature iijine in love: and -where 't UJine, 
It tends some precious instance of itself 
AJier the thing it loves, • 

I KNEW a pleasant village, in a lone 
And silent valley, on the sou^em side 
Of a long line of mountains, whence a brook 
Came gently down, and in its winding flow 
Stole through a pansied meadow, where a bank 
Of beeches lifted up its tufted slope 
To the warm sun of April, as it shone 
Tenderly firoro a hemisphere of bhie. 
Purer, because the earth sent rarer forth 
Its dimming exhalations,-— on whose boughs 
Yet hung the leaves of winter, with a low 
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And plaintiye rustUng telling to the winds 
A sweet ^o£an tale, and shining' out 
In glossy twinkling, as they lightly turn'd 
Their sur&ce to the light, and then veer'd back 
With a quick-glancing motion ; in a bend 
Of that close thicket, where the mountain gust 
Came not, but all was tranquil, and the turf 
Was deeper green'd, and the new open'd flowers 
Spread bolder out their tender leaves, and sent 
Soft odours on the mellow air, that pla^d 
Silently in that hollow, — ^where the quail 
Sat often in the clear warm noon, and tum'd 
Her red eye to the silver light, and shook 
The dropp'd leaves in her playfulness ; — one day, 
When all was purely £ur, and the chill winds 
Were hush'd aloft, and as I upward gaz'd, « 
The frosted fir, the pendant pine, and all 
The sable groves of cedar, stood as stiU, . 
As when a wood of lances wait the breatl^ 
Of the shrill horn and bnying clarion. 
To sink upon the line of fight, and rush 
Forward to meet in conflicts-such a day. 
When the young sod first quickens, and the pale 
Blue eyes of weeping violets part their lids 
To drink the first warm rays, I chanc'd to bend 
My wandering foot along the grassy brink 
Of the calmrfiowing brooklet, pleas'd to take 
With a quick eye its many turns, and dwell 
On the clear dashing of its wateivfalls, 
And the soft gliding of its molten gold, 
Whesre the s n met it curving o'er a root^ 
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Tluit grew acroas its channel, or the curls. 
That like a pigeon's plumage waving play'd 
Over the sandy shallow, or the stiH 
And tranquil mirror where it rested deep 
And dark beneath a willow, — as I stood 
Looting aside upon the velvet vest 
Of the fresh-springing meadow, aiid above 
Where the bent birches hung their tufted flowers 
New purpling like a silken shred, and faint 
The scarlet maple buds put out, and fair 
The downy willow catkins speck'd with gt)ld 
Their flaxen locks, when life aWT>ke within 
The leaf-buds of the forest, then I caught 
In that still nook, a pale and lovely girl. 
With a fiEur hand fondling a petted lamb. 
That bounded" light around her, and with long 
And oft repeated fondness lick'd her hand. 
And then renew'd its gambols, though it took 
Short turns, because a cord of brsdded blue. 
The colour of a dove- wing, or the sky, 
When a full moon shines over it, drew back 
Her minion to a narrow circle, for 
She thus had bound it in a silken chain. 
As if it were a-lovM one, who would fly 
To other lands, and leave her here to sing 
Her sad notes to the evening wind, and tell 
Her hours in weeping loneliness, and look 
Where the far path came o'er the hill to catch 
Her long departed lover, till the night 
Hid the low vale in darkness, and her eye 
Tum'd from the fruitless quest, and then she wept 



Tenderly, and her sweet voice took a tone» 

In which despair was utter'd, till it sunk 

Trembling and fainting, as a night wind falls 

Softer along the harp strings, till a sound 

Just whispers through the air^ and a.U is still. - 

There was a look of calmness in her thin 
And delicate features, wasted to a shade, 
Like a pure spirit musing on the dark 
And sad afflictions of thi^ life belowv 
And dwelling for a moment on the grief 
And sickness of the better few, who trust . 
In their most hopeless hours, they yet shall find 
A sunshine after darkness, and a calm 
After the tempest ceaseth, when the eye 
Of love shall rest forever on the friends. 
They late have seen departing on their long 
And unretuming journey, whose cold lids 
They clos'd with pious care, whose stifTen'd limbs 
They laid in decent order, and compos'd 
Their pale lips to a sweet and dying smile. 
And shrouded all in whitest lawn, than which 
No flaky snow falls purer, and no curl 
Catches a softer tincture from the moon, 
T« throw a thin veil o'er the stars, and dim 
Their brightness to a faint and mellow ray, 
Liksra lone taper through a curtain, when 
Sleep broods above the hamlet, and the sound 
Of life is hush'd, and this alone reveals 
To him who walks in darkness, that two hearts 
Are pouring out their fulness, or a voice, 
In the low consecrated tone of prayer, 

9 
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Is talking with the Univeml soul. 

And blending M^ith the perfect purity 

And mftjesty of Godhead, or an eye 

Is watching o'er the page of lofty thought, 

And catching inspiration at the shrine 

Of intellect and fancy, till the heart 

Big with its hi^^ conceptions overflows^ 

And then his lips pour out the eloquence 

Of kindled spirit^ and a purer stream 

Of language, musical and grand, and full 

Of the quick life of mind, is sent abroad. 

Than .ever meets the anxious ear, when crowds 

Drink in the rhetoric of master souls. 

Her looks were purely Grecian, such as charm 
Taste in an ancient statue, or a g^m. 
Or fair intaglio, where a peifect white 
Shi^'d to a nymph-like beauty, sparkles in 
A ground of azure : — it was such a face. 
As had enamoured Raphael, or inspired 
The pencil of Correggio to the birth 
Of a blue-ey M Madonna, or a calm 
And pensive Spirit looking up to heaven, 
Pois'd on a seraph's wing high in the dome 
Of an Italian temple, where the God 
Of charity is worshipped, and the form 
Of Him who died on Calvaiy ador'd. 

Her brow was softly arch'd, and it was pure 
And pale as marble, and the dew of death 
Seem'd resting there, and gave a fearfiil tint 
To its else perfect loveliness, and told 
Thoughts were at work beneath it, which might stiH 



USSSER POJSMS^. 99 

Ere lon^ the life within her, but^ure lov'd, - 
Although we know them fatal, as we cling' 
To the circean bowl, and dying gmsp 
At its alluring poison, which conveys 
A madness to the brain that hath a touch 
Of inspiration in its reveries, 
And spreads around the spirit light and calm. 
Till earth seems beautiful and life is heaven. 

Her hair was of a sunny brown, and fine, 
As lines of light that stream across a cloud. 
Ere the sun rises, or the scarlet tuft, 
That floats beneath the green wave, where on rockfi 
The sea-plume clings, and throws its feeUng threads. 
Like flowing silk around it. It was full. 
And dropp'd in light profusion down her neck. 
And o'er her bosom ; and it parted lay 
In native ringlets round her brow, and shone 
Deeper beside the- snow it rested on, 
And that came fairer through the curling shade 
That wav'd above it, as the sighing wind 
Sent a sweet-breathing air, to shake the leaves^ 
And crisp the sheeted water. — ^As she bung 
Her head in deepest sorrqw, some few tears 
Stole out and pearPd her cheek, but these she bni^'4 
With a light touch aside, and then renew'd ' 

A song half sad, half playful, such as c<»iies 
From a craz'd brain, that says, it knows not why» 
A thousand things which are at first as gay 
As wild mirth in a revel, and then fall 
To a faint tone in which despair alone 
Clin have a. concord^ and at last a sob 
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Closes it, and her g^Ustening tears overflow. 

. She lifted up her head, and mutely gaz'd 

Awhile upon the world above, and then 

Her ashy lips were moving', but no sound 

Came through their parting" paleness, — still it shone 

With a fsdnt hectic flush, like the last tint 

The sun casts on a wreath of mist, and then 

A most intense oerulean veils it o'er, 

'So that the sky seems tintless. — As she look'd 

Far in the silent atmosphere, methought 

Her blue eye had a flxedyess, and saw 

A form distinctly featured, and she rose 

Half from her seat of turf, and threw her arms. 

As if to meet it in a fond embrace, 

And a sweet smUe broke on her lips, and tears 

fltood glistening on her eye-lids, such quick joy 

Stirr'd in her heart, and one faint word alone 

Eacap'd, it was JLsoki : — then she dropped 

Suddenly on her settle, and her head 

Droop'd languidly, and her long flowing locks 

Shower'd their full ringlets o'er her, big round tears 

Dropt thick and freshly through them, and her sobs 

Shook her, they were so deep ; she presa*d her brow 

And wrung her hands, and then he cast them down 

Clasp'd on the sod beside her, shook her head* 

And with a sweet low voice sigh'd out ** no more.** 

She pluck'd the flowers that grew around, and kissM 
Their purple and their yellow leaves, and long 
Inhal'd their perfume ; then she open'd wide 
Her lips to the wild laugh, that tells despair. 
And it rang terribly around, and oft 
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She utter'd it still louder, and her eye 

Kindled and flash'd intensely, and the spot 

Of death stood glowing like a ring of fire 

On the blue paleness of her cheek, and fiUl 

The dark veins throbb'd upon her brow, and shot 

Their branches o'er her temples, and she wav'd 

Her hand, that seemM a spirit's, where the light 

Shone with a purple glimmer through, and then 

She outward tiim'd her palm, and often pushM 

Some hateful object from her, and a dark 

M3'6terious look of madness glazM her eye. 

And her pearl teeth were set, and her frame shook 

With an internal shuddering ; then with slow 

And broken sounds she mutter'd, "false and foul.*' 

Suddenly she sank down, and bending low 
Hid her face in her mantle ; one weak" groan 
Stole from her, like a dying wind at eve 
Through a sere vine in autumn : then her lamb 
Drew to her side, and look*d with wistful eye 
On her wild sorrow ; as her dim eye caught 
The innocent eye that gaz'd so fondly, calm 
She lifted up her forehead, and composed 
Her scatter'd tresses, and held out her hand 
Vo the compassionate creature, who was now 
ITie only one she trusted in ; — she smiPd, 
As mourners smile, and hanging o'er she spake 
Few words of tenderness, "thou wilt not leave. 
Fair face of gentleness, thou wilt not leave. 
Though the world leave me :" then she gather'd flowers 
And g^rass-blades, and she wove them in a wreath. 
And bound it round her minion's neck, and clasp'd 

9* 
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Its soft limbs to her bosom, with a kiss 

Of sorrow and of love : — ^her soul seem'd calm» 

And shone serenely through her clear blue eyes. 

Which had in them a meek divinity, 

AH patience, and all hope, that as she gaz'd 

Upward to the pure vault and the bright sun, 

Hethoug^ht her spirit parted, and took wingv 

And angels came to welcome it, and bear 

The weary stranger to a resting place. 

And lay her on a pillow which no thorn 

Hath ever enter'd. — Such a sacred calm 

Was printed in her look, that she became 

Sainted to all my feelings, and I stood 

To see her spurn the earth, and soar away 

To the piffe air above the highest cone. 

That still look'd wlute behind me ; but she soon 

Rose gently from her seat, and threw her hair 

With a quick motion backward, cjosely drew 

Her russet cloak, and twin'd her braided line 

Around her marble fingers, then look'd down. 

And said, ** we must go homeward, sweet one, night 

Is coming in the far sky," and ere I 

Could trace her, through the silent wood withdrew. 



MENTAL HARMONY 

ArUtn» dimicHum mem. Ho rat. 

liVE have had pleasant hours, but they are gone ; 
And we shall never meet again, to spend 
Glad moments in the kindly intercourse 
Of blended thought and feeling ; they are gone. 
Those festivals of fancy and of hope. 
Those may-days of the spirit, when the voice 
Of nature had a sweetness wholly new 
And most delightful to me, and the form 
And fashion of all creatures took a tint 
From the fair light within me ; when we g^ve 
Days to such higher thoughts, as lend to life 
A swifter pinion, that the flow of hours 
Be as the falling of a quiet stream. 
Whose current has no sound or sign to tell. 
It hath an onward motion, and the sim 
Go to his setting, and we know it not. 
Time steals on such a silent wing away. 

There is a holy feeling in the trance 
Of thought ; it is a calm and quiet sense 
Of purer being ; we have known such hours. 
And they shall be remember'd. Who would lose 
The memory of our blessings and the light. 
The recollection of departed days 
Of a serener pleasure, and a deep 
And happy friendship, tranquiliz'd and rais'd 
To more exalted union, such as bound 
Two intellects in elder time, who lov'd 
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To meet in ibnd endearment, and to lend 

In mutual talk their fullest thoughts»-«the li|^ht, 

Such recollection pours into the heart, 

Till we are circled with a haHow'd sphere 

Of bright emotions, who would lose, one day, 

Remembrances so gracious, for the wild 

Mad tempest of ambition, or the gay. 

And glittering dance of pleasure, or the pomp 

Th'e rich man piles around him. I could walk. 

At the pale hour of twilight, on the path 

The willow-tree o'er shadows, by the brink 

Of a small run of water, ajid be wrapp'd 

In a deep loneliness, and yet find more. 

That has in it an ecstacy, in thoughts 

Cast back upon the quick hours, we have known 

In our long woodland wanderings, and the sights 

That we have mutely gaz'd on, spread o'er hill 

And plain and sheeted ocean, than in all, 

Hope ever promis'd to my ardent youth 

In the bright path of honor, or the way 

That winds through roses, sweetly leading on 

Its -eager victim to the bower of Love. 

* 

Nature hath lent us with a bounteous hand» 
Wherewith to make us happy, and if we 
Take not the kindly offer, 't is the fault 
Of our perverted hearts, which cannot find 
Beauty is what is open unto all. 
I have resolv'd within me, that the still 
And pure possession of my own free thoughts 
Surpasses earthly treasures, and is life 
Heighten'd to a superior essence ; hence 
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The wild woods are my chosen haunt, and^^ere 

I read a fairer tome, a richer page, 

Than pen of man has trac'd with characters 

Of reason or of fancy. I become, 

In the society of untaug^ht things. 

Drawn from my duller and my grosser sense, . 

And lifted in my lon^ngs, and I learn. 

How little there is great in the pursuit 

Of riches or of honour, — ^how the mind, 

Let in the channel of heroic thought 

To flow in freedom onward, and pervade 

The purer regions of philosophy, 

And tasteful and impassion'd poesy, — 

How mind alone is the true worth of man. 

And that which raises him above the sense 

Of meaner creatures, and permits a hope 

Of unembodied being, in a high 

And holy dwelling, lifted far above 

The reach of tempest, with essential light 

Encircled, and with fairest wings of love 

O'ershadow'd, the reward and resting place 

Of such as hold their journey patiently. 

And pause and faint not on their weary way. 

The recollection of one upward hour 
Hath more in it to tranquilize and cheer 
The darkness of despondency, than years 
Of gaiety and pleasure. Then, alone 
We wander not in solitude, but find 
Friends in all things around us, for the heart 
Sinks not, and in its sinking bends the mind 
From its true lofty region, where it lives 
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Rejoicings in bright energy ; and so 

All things are open to the searching eye 

Of an unclouded intellect,, and bring 

Tbeir several' treasures to iV and unfold 

Their fiibric to its scrutiny. All life». 

And all inferior orders, in the waste 

Of being spread before us, are to him. 

Who Uvea in meditation,. and the search 

Of wisdom and of beauty, open books. 

Wherein he reads the Godhead, and the ways 

He works through his creation, and the links,, 

That fasten us to. all tlnng^, with a sense 

OTfellowship^and feeling, so that we 

JLook not upon a clou(^. or falling leal; 

(^ flower new blown, or human face divine. 

But we have caught new life, and wider thrown. 

The door of reason open, and have storM 

In memor3r^s secret chamber, for dark yeara 

Of age and weariness, the food of thought. 

And thus extended mind,, and made it young. 

When the thin, hair turns gray, and feehng^ di«s« 

But this communion with inferior things 
Still leaves a void behind it, and we seek 
The kindred thoughts of other men, and bend 
Attentive o'er their written souls, wherein 
• We see their better moments, when they cast-- 
The slough of earth aside, and tried a flig^ht 
On an ascending pinion, and renew'd 
Their purer being, as the insect bursts 
The walls that bound it in its second stat«)^ 
ft might be a glided prison-houj&e. 
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But yet it was a prison : When its win^^ 
Unfolded, and it kn«w the bliss of air 
And free and rapid motion, it had life. 
And floated as a spirit floats away, 
And wander'd gaily on from flower to flower. 
And was so light and so ethereal, Man 
Selected it the s^jrmbol of the soul. 
And its free flight through ether on a wing. 
That moving through eternity will ever 
"Be active and unwesiried, and as bright 
In its unruflled plumage, after years 
Have gathered into ages, and have gone 
Beyond the eldest memoiy of time. 

But yet^the pen of Genius cannot cheer 
And heighten, like the spirit-speaking eye ; 
And so we seek the living, and we find. 
That there are spirits which commune with ours. 
As if they were our kindred, and were form'd 
In the same mould ; and when we meet with them, 
We cling with childlike fondness, as if life 
Had not a charm without them, and the sky 
With its ethereal beauty, and the earth 
Flowering or fading, and the fairest flow 
Of pure and tranquil waters, and the words 
Of the departed with their might of thought, 
Could be to us no solace, and have power 
To lend no high conception, nor subdue 
The spirit unto meekness ; so we lean 
On an accordant bosom, and we love 
The beating of a heart, that beate as oitrs,* 
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The speaking of an eye, that teUs us thoughts^ 
Which harmonize with what we feel, ancl all 
The light of beauty, passion, tenderness. 
And purity, and love of ^eat, and fair. 
And fitly fashion'd things, until we deem 
A sole existence is a wilderness. 
That yieldeth only terror, and a curse. 

We two have met a little while, and known 
How time may glide unnotic'd, in the flow 
Of thoughts that have a sympathy ;. we part. 
But this shall be a token, thou hast been 
A friend to him, who trac'd these hurried lines, . 
And gave them as a tribute to a friend. 
And a remembrance of the few kind hours. 
Which lighten'd on the daikness of my path, • 
And g^ye a pleasantness to some bright days. 
Bright in the light th«M gavest them, and warmM 
Feelings, that sank in chilliness, and wak'd 
My fancy from its slumber, and thus drew 
One volume fronoi its treasures, into day. 



r 



FINIS. 



1 

r 



r C^D ^ ^ lij^^- 



•^ 



> 



